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Purpose of Transvestia 


The customs and attitudes of our society while recog- 
nizing and allowing great freedom tothe female in the expression 
of the masculine side of her personality are largely blind to and 
repressive toward the male who discovers the feminine aspect of 
of his total self. Feminine expression in the male does not imply 
sexual deviation. This magazine is dedicated to the needs of the 
sexually normal individual who has discovered the existance of 
his or her ‘‘other side’’ and seeks to express it. 


TRANSVESTIA, therefore is published by, for, and about 
transvestites to provide them with: 


ENTERT AINMENT--EDUCATION-EX PRESSION 


By means of fiction, articles of opinion, true experiences, etc. 
It’s purpose is to help it’s readers to promote: 


UNDERSTANDING--ACCEPTANCE--PEACE OF MIND 


It’s policy is to limit its scope of coverage and interest to the 
field of the hetrosexual transvestite. Without condemnation or 
judgement of any kind the fields of homosexuality, bondage, pun- 
ishment, fetishism and domination are left to others to develop. 


TRANSVESTIA has, and will continue to serve as a 
means of gathering information in its chosen field and to aid, by 
any means available, the dissemination of knowledge of the field 
to further the understanding ofit by psychiatrists, psychologists, 
sociologists, lawyers, jurists and police officials. 


Loneliness, fear and self condemnation have too long 
been the lot of the transvestite. It is hoped that TRANSVESTIA 
can, through knowledge and sharing with others, bring self ac- 
ceptance and happiness. 


‘‘When you make the two one... and when you make the MALE 
AND THE FEMALE INTO A SINGLE ONE .. . then shall you 
enter the kingdom’? A ‘‘saying of Jesus’’ from the ‘*Gospel 
According to Thomas”’. 
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Danadie Games 


by Sally (43-S-5) FPE 


@ For a married TV to gain 
acceptance from his wife is per- 
haps his greatest goal in life. 
I have been successful at this. 
Therefore I felt that perhaps 
instead of the customary cover 
story, my thoughts regarding the 
confrontation of the TV and his 
wife might be more interesting 
than the story of my fairly com- 
mon and uneventful life. 


Gaining acceptance has not 
been easy for me or for my wife 
nor has it been accomplished over- 
night. Quite to the contrary, 
this recuired the utmost of love 
and effort as well as courage and 
complete honesty on my part and 
an openmindedness which is diff- 
icult to maintain on her part. 

It also took 24 years to reach 
the present level of acceptance. 
Given 2: more years I could pos- 
sibly have an A+ wife. 


ra 


The most important ingredient 
in the formula is love, for in no 
case can a wife who does not deeply 
love her husband exert the effort 
required to attempt an acceptance 
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of transvestism. And at this point it must be made 
clear that what we ultimately need is not under- 
standing, because in the majority of cases rarely 
does the TV himself ever completely understand tran- 
svestism. Indeed he may go through life not knowing 
what or why he is what he is. So how can we even 
hope for this from one "unafflicted". However, the 
thing that we do have some right to expect from our 
wives is acceptance, the same thing that we often 
find difficult to achieve in ourselves. 


The love factor becomes important too, when you 
consider the very human characteristic of pre-judging. 
Everyone will recall that the U.S. Supreme Court 
recently held that Dr, Sam Shepherd some years ago 
received a pretty strong case of pre-judging. Very 
often things are not as they appear to be, and with 
a TV revealed as such, many people who are not com- 
pletely knowledgable about such matters (and few 
women are) will assume you have some relation to the 
"Flaming Queen'' Homosexual. It takes a great deal 
of love and trust for a woman not to come to an 
instant and erroneous conclusion that her husband is 
a homosexual. 


One cannot explain transvestism completely in 
an hour, a day or in a hundred days. One can never 
completely explain it. Virginia once said, "Five 
years ago I could have told you all about trans- 
vestism, but now I only know that I know nothing 
about it.'' So the only way a wife can obtain a 
modicum of comprehension is by conversation with 
her husband, by discussions with other TV's and 
other wives, by reading the medical literature avail- 
able, and all of this with that all important open- 
mindedness. Also she must realize that there are 
many authorities: but doctor or not, TV or not, TV 
wife or not, there is actually no authority. Thus 
with what ever else she may receive from any of these 
sources, the one on whom she must rely most heavily 
is her husband and what he says and does, both as 
boy and girl. And she must not prejudge, she must 
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keep an open mind. If she does, there can only be 
one end result; for of all the crazy people in the 
world that she might have married, our group is 
probably the most inocuous. 


It seems to me that the woman who has to listen 
to this kind of confession has the lighter part of 
the burden, for the telling of the story requires 
more guts than a Christmas turkey. Yet it must be 
done, and it must be done with absolute honesty. It 
must be talked over, talked around, talked about, 
and talked often. Be cautious, however, for nothing 
can be more boring to a wife. When possible, though, 
it must be discussed and from every angle. If you 
know another TV wife, she can be immensely helpful, 
but only after you have made some headway yourself. 
Don't ever put upon another TV wife the burden of 
overcoming complete and utter hostility. Do it once 
and you'll never see those folks again because the 
other TV's wife, although willing to help you and 
particularly your wife, to come to a rapport with 
transvestism, is not prepared to meet a complete 
adversary. She seldom knows as many answers as you 
yourself do. 


Above all, and assuming minor successes, be 
patient. Great soldiers, smart politicians, wise 
businessmen all are satisfied with a number of small 
gains. No worlds were built in a day, Be prepared 
for reverses but never sell short because the battle 
can be won over the long haul. 


Since that torturous day thirty months ago when 
I was revealed as a TV before the girl who is now 
my wife, we have accomplished far more then I ever 
dreamed would have been possible. She has assisted 
me remarkably in my transformation with advice on 
makeup and clothes, She has become expert at posing 
my awkward body into more graceful positions for 
photographs. She has so progressed in her acceptance 
of transvestism that on our honeymoon in New York, 
she attended a TV party with me and spent several 
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days at Susanna's resort. We met probably a dozen 
TV's and half that many wives. She and I both gain- 
ed tremendously from this experience for neither of 
us had ever met another TV before. 


I can recall my first little successes with my 
wife. She progressed from insistance that I not wear 
makeup or a wig while dressed, to agreement thet the 
makeup and wig were okay as long as I didn't try to 
kiss her while wearing it, and finally merely not 
allowing me to kiss her while she and Sally are at 
the drive-in together. Also in the early days she 
would say, "You're okay, but I don’t want you to meet 
any of those others." Today I hear, "Isn't Fran's 
wife sweet?" or "Isn't Marlene. nice?" But the pro- 
gress is slow, even as we ourselves develope ever so 
slowly. We must appreciate this development and not 
even hope for instant acceptance, If it were too 
quick and too easy we might well wonder what we won. 


There is one other thing deserving of mention. 
and in many cases it might become all important. 
That is the preservation and maintainance of the 
masculine image, apart from those occasions when 
the girl within comes out. We must attempt to make 
the most of such physical, mental, and emotional 
attributes as we possess, to be the best man and 
create the most girl within our ability to do so. 

I said, "Be the best man and create the most girl" 
because we are men and it doesn't take much effort 
to play the role we were born to play; it is inate- 
-yet the girl within takes creation. We had no girl- 
hood in which to learn how to build the image we 
desire. But the two must be separate. The boy 
must be all man, and the girl as much a woman as 

is within the ability of the creator For the girl 
side of our nature it would be fine indeed if we 
could all have thinly arched brows, long elegantly 
shaped nails. and thick Beatle-styled hair to ob- 
viate the necessity of a wig, to our wives how 
ever, this would be a constant reminder of our 
peculiarities and to our business associates an 
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indication of very poor grooming. Thus a big pro- 
blem in seeking acceptance, and also in our relat- 
ions with the outside world, is to be able to com- 
promise our masculine and feminine sides while 
actually not damaging to any serious extent the 
male appearance in which we are seen most of the 
time. If we don't destroy the man without, and keep 
the love of our wives, we can with patience achieve 
acceptance, 


@ When I first discovered my husband's transvest- 
ism, I was shocked, disappointed and appalled. After 
fortifying his courage with a strong drink (I had 
never seen him so shaken), he proceeded to discuss 
the matter. I had never heard of a transvestite, 

as I'm sure most women haven't due to their shelter- 
ed backgrounds painted with rosey pictures of mar- 
riage and the American way of life. I had, however, 
some knowledge of homosexuals through jokes heard 

in college and visits to my local beauty salon, and 
I associated him with this group. This was the hard- 
est thing for me to overcome. Although he thought 
my thinking along this line ridiculous and was hurt 
by it, he nevertheless continued my education with 
patience and honesty. I know now that my husband is 
as much a man and more than any other I have ever 
known. I still harbor the fear, however, that if 
anyone else found out about my husband's hobby, they 
too might make the same erroneous conclusion, This 
could ruin him professionally and socially; there- 
fore, we are most cautious. I appreciate this. If 
it were otherwise, my attitude might be different. 
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As it is, we share a sacred secret. It's like a 
bond that holds us together in a relationship that 
few other couples have ever experienced. 


Actually I am very lucky. I remember that my 
first teary comment after finding him in women's 
clothes was "You're not perfect", because until 
this encounter he had had no faults. He was succ- 
essful, handsome, and socially very popular. I 
had had a crush on him long before we dated. I used 
to think that this TV would be the only thing I'd 
change about him. 


But instead, I helped him with his makeup, 
dress, and picture taking and tried very hard to 
understand this phenomenon because it was a part 
of the man I loved. At that time if there had 
been a magic pill which could have "cured" him, 

I'd have seduced him into taking it by passing it 
off as a vitamin pill. Now, however. I don't think 
I would. It has made us so close, and our love is 
the all important thing. Therefore, perhaps he 
really is perfect. 


SALLY AT HOME 
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oe Lady Pope 


by Diane 


@ Transvestites have figured in some pretty fan- 
tastic stories, but none quite so improbable as the 
strange career of Pope Joan. Some historians con- 
tinue to contest her papacy, but there are more than 
sixty authors of the day who wrote of her. Some of 
these were official Papal chroniclers and several 
are recognized saints of the Catholic Church! The 
story was universally accepted during the Middle 
Ages and the Renaissance. 


Iona or Joan was born in the early years of the 
Ninth Century and as was so often the case in those 
cruel times, her mother died giving her birth. The 
child was fortunate to be adopted by a Greek soldier 
named Macaire who was a wonderful father to her. He 
taught her to be literate in Greek, Latin, and sev- 
eral European languages, in a day when most people 
could not even speak their own language correctly. 
He also tutored her in Greek philosophy, and poetry 
as well as stressing the soldierly virtues of courage 
and prudence, 


Life was always precarious during the Dark Ages 
and one day Macaire was killed by a band of roving 
knights. Joan fled for her life. Knowing the folly 
of a young woman trying to travel alone, the nine- 
teen year old girl put on her adopted father's clothes. 
With neither money nor name, her only salvation was 
the charity of the Church. She sought refuge in a 
monastery where her knowledge delighted the brothers 
who persuaded her to become a monk. This was Joan's 
first formal contact with Christian teaching and she 
soon developed a profound mysticism. 


Her story might have ended in a monastic cell 
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but on a hot summer night as she lay naked on her 
bed, Guntram, a fellow monk, discovered her unex- 
pectedly and made love to her. When their relation- 
ship was discovered, both were ordered arrested with 
a sure sentence of death only a formality. Each 
managed to make a separate escape but there was no 
rest for Joan as the thorough agents of Abbe Rabin 
Maur found out her various mascuerades. She took 
assorted jobs all over the continent. sometimes as 

@ woman, more often as a man. The stories have her 
doing many things but all agree on a stay in Athens 
where her learning astounded everyone and a return 
to Rome, masquerading as a priest once more. She 
founded a school in Rome and her studious ways and 
dignified life attracted much comment at a time when 
priestly conduct was not what it is today. Indiscr- 
etions were much easier in those times when priestly 
celibacy was not yet a Church rule. Eventually the 
chaste learned priest from Athens was called to the 
Vatican. 


Pope Leo IV held a lively court which must have 
been quite a shock to Joan. The chambers were filled 
with ambitious clergymen, soldiers, envoys, and 
courtiers. Her knowledge of many languages made her 
so important that on Leo's death, the scholarly 
priest was chosen to assume the Papal Crown. 


Joan became ruler of both the Vatican and the 
imposing Castel San Angelo, the stronghold built by 
the Roman Emperor Hadrian. She ruled vigorously all 
during her term. Wholesale executions were not her 
style but like all rulers of the day she did not 
hesitate to use torture when questioning a prisoner, 
and she was brave enough to be present during some 
of the actual torture, Her dungeons were not ex- 
ceptionally full for the time, nor were they empty. 
Her firmness and dignity won even the grudging re- 
spect of her most severe critics. 


No one suspected her sex until Guntram happened 
to see her in a procession. He managed to get a note 
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to her and arranged for a meeting. Rather than 
meeting him with her love, Joan stabbed him with a 
poisoned dagger. The end of her own life came about 
a year later when she was thrown from her horse 
during yet another procession. 


The historians who dispute the actual papacy 
of a woman, all agree on the tremendous influence 
women had on the selection of popes at that time. 
During those wicked Nonth and Tenth Centuries, before 
the sweeping reforms of the great monastic popes, it 
was so common to see women surrounding cardinals 
that the Romans used to say: "Our Pontiffs are 
women.'' It may be that in one case, they were right. 


"So you think the feminine nole is 
40 beautiful do you." 


"If you guys would sto wonniing about 

f fon. guy lis ON 
that dress sale ad sinins we could yet 
aome work done ' 
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One Lay 


by Alga (FE-A-1) FPE 


@ Sounds like an article on science fiction or 
Geology but it isn't. "One Layer Under" is the des- 
criptive term for ALGA'S every day existence. It 

took about 20 years of growing to discover that the 
second personality is very real, human, anxious, hope- 
ful fearing disgrace by discovery yet longing to be 
loved and accepted. Having lived mostly in the locked 
room state it was with a good deal of trepedation that 
sufficient courage was mustered to introduce Alga to 

a very old friend. 


I still recall the humid Summer evening in my 
London hotel and my pent up feelings as I slipped 
into a floral skirt with lots of bouffant underskirt, 
dusky nylons, and new white kid winkle pickers topped 
with a pink twin set. Not having had the opportunity 
of seeing Alga for 4 months I felt I was a real hit 
when I put on my make up and fixed my hair with lLac- 
quer (I had let it grow for 4 months). Looking back 
on the time now I suppose I was only very fair. Enjoy- 
ing Alga to the full with that exotic peace of tran- 
quility that is common to us all on such occassions 
I forgot the time and suddenly realized my friend 
would be along shortly. I knew there wasn't time to 
clean my makeup off properly so I was left, with two 
alternatives not answer the door or introduce Alga. 
Time was ticking out, blood pressure rising and 
frillies rustling with high heeled nylon clad knees 
knocking. It was now or never! A million questions 
‘racked my mind as I stood admiring Alga in the mirror 
and luxuriating in my new found freedom when I heard 
a familiar step on the stairs. He must have heard 
me moving in the room because as he approached the 
door he called out, is that you--? using my familiar 
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name. I said a silent prayer by the door, He opened 
it and in he walked. I put out my nand and faced hin. 
"What are you up to", was his first question? With 

a flood of emotion and real tears in my eyes I told 
him as quickly as possible about Alga. Maybe because 
he was an artist in his own field he understood at 
once and was most sympathetic. The next few days were 
heaven and I went back to my usual work as if I had 
been reborn again, At last some one shared my secret 
and I was accepted. 


At frequent intervals Alga went over to London 
from then on and had many excurrsions outdoors all 
the time improving poise, dress, sense, hair style 
and make up. Two years ago while the family was away 
on vacation on the pretense of making an amateur movie 
I decided to introduce Alga to a lady friend,again 
some one of very artistic temperament. On this oc- 
cassion Alga was on home ground-mistress in her own 
home but nevertheless still there were artificial 
rustles of trembling nylon clad legs in my highest 
heels, Preparation was meticulous and I wore my 
latest blue knitted dress with pearls and broach, 
doing an extra special facial for the visit. When 
her car arrived I almost fell down the stairs in my 
heels to open the door. Her first words were 'surely 
it can't be you. You must be a professional actor 
and I never knew.' Then over cocktails I told Alga's 
real story. She was very interested, sympathetic, 
and on many occassions afterwards she worked along 
with Alga on a mutual hobby. 


At this time my dear wife was hospitalized for 
two months and during that time Alga lived one layer 
underneath during the day and in the evening she 
came out when the children were in bed. Except for 
the real anxiety for my wife, Alga enjoyed every 
minute of looking after the kitchen chores. All my 
friends could not understand how I managed to look 
so relaxed at such an anxious time. This was en- 
tirely due to Alga's presence. 


Alga carelessly left her best black cocktail 
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frock unlocked. My perceptive daughter saw it and 
noticed it did not belong to her mother. She started 
asking awkward questions when my wife came out of 

the hospital. Then the greatest miracle of my life 
took place. In order to relieve her mind as she was 
rightfully thinking all kinds about me, I decided I 
had to introduce Alga. It was the real shock treat- 
ment and it took six months for her to accept Alga. 
Thanks to Virginia's writings her acceptance was 

made easier with the help of her own exceptionally 
generous and tolerant mind, Historically her first 
introduction to Alga took place in the very same 
London Hotel where Alga first came out to the outside 
world, We were both very tense and full of real, and 
imaginary doubts. This time hearts as well as knees 
were pounding and when I emerged in my blue tricel 
dress she was tolerant of Alga and from that time on 
she has supervised my clothes, made some of them, 
allowed my hair to grow and showed me how to fix it 
for business too. 


From then on we decided to allow Alga to stay 
on layer under. This is carried out to the last 
detail. I always wear deep boned bras, slip, panties 
in summer, silk bloomers in winter, an old fashioned 
laced, boned girdle which I have adjusted and dark 
nylons. No one ever mentions the nylons they only 
compliment me on my trim figure and relaxed appear- 
ence. Washing and ironing are troublesome and needle- 
work is time consuming. Girdles all the time can be 
hard in warm weather but are a marvellous back support. 
When the family are in bed or away Alga just slips 
out of slacks (I never wear trousers always side 
zip girls tapered) I have only one formal suit for 
funerals and such occassions. 


Always one layer under made Alga part, of all 
my work and avoids the gripping frustration to which 
we are all so prone. In "One Layer Under" Part Two, 
Alga will tell of her adventures and experiences as 
seen by an Irish Colleen. 


by Laura (35-S-2) FPE 


@ On a side street near the financial 
center of an Eastern city stands a sin- 
gularly different building, whose tall 
limestone columns and gilded spandrels 
reflect the soundness and conservatism 

of the concern it houses - The Merchant's 
Bank and Trust Company. 


Within, the same theme of solid 
respectability prevails. The three story 
vaulted ceiling is lost in dimness. A- 
long one side of the lobby lie a success- 
ion of small, fenced-in clerical cub- 
icals with accountants bent over their 
ledgers in full view of the public. Some- 
how, one gains the impression that 
everything is open and above-board- 
which is precisely the intent of Mer- 
chant's. Across the rear of the lobby 
are a row of cashier's cages, their ma- 
hogany fronts broken only by the grilled 
windows. Across the sea of cubicles, 
one may perceive a huge, massively- 
thick, well-chromed vault door standing 
open, glistening with impregnability. 
To this extent, Merchant's ig just an- 
other bank. The trust department of 
the institution is on a balcony over- 
looking the main floor. The balcony 
is fringed with small offices, each 
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windowed with frosted glass upon which is a gold-leaf 
legend as to the function and name of the tenant. Though 
it is not obvious, these offices vary in size according 

to the rank and position of it's occupant. In the very 
smallest office may be found Henry Jerome Detweiler, 
manager of Small Commercial Accounts. 


Henry is typical of his environment, a rather non- 
descript individual, clad in a "banker's grey” suit, com- 
plete with vest and stomach-spanning gold watch chain-- 
from which hang several college keys. He habitually 
affects shirts with high, old-fashioned collars, and som- 
ber-hued ties. He is of middling height, rather slender, 
with his hair carefully combed to conceal his growing 
baldness. Because Henry is far-sighted, he wears rimless, 
gold-framed glasses; over which he peers questioningly 
whenever he has a visitor. About the only thing remark- 
able about Henry is his unlined, baby-pink complexion 
that is quite out of keeping with the rest of his person, 


Henry Detweiler's career began with much promise. 
He had a vaunted Harvard degree in business administrat- 
ion and was full of drive and ambition. Not long after 
joining Merchant's Bank and Trust, he made a social 
coup by marrying J. Burton Woods' pretty daughter Ellen. 
With that, his future seemed assured, for Mr. Woods was 
Chairman of the Board of Merchant's and was not above 
nepotism. Whatever his motives, Mr. Woods made sure 
that his son-in-law received favorable assignments and 
he expected Henry's talents and ambition to do the rest, 
However, all this came to an end, when some five years 
later Mr. Woods uncooperatively died and Henry was left 
to fend for himself in the business world. The powers- 
that-be quickly removed Henry from Accounts Receivable 
and passed him through a bewildering array of successively 
lesser departments--to Small Commercial Accounts-a 
position which exactly matched his small talents, One 
could truthfully say that Henry Detweiler was not the top- 
drawer material, for he was by now ambitionless, dull, 
dry and uninspiring. His principal contribution to the life 
of the concern was issuing small loans to distressed mer- 
chants seeking to salvage their declining grosses with a 
hasty cost of economy-grade paint. Henry did not mind 
the grinding detail of mortgages, collateral, and delin- 
quent accounts; nor did he mind sharing the services of 
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Mrs. Lewis with Mr. Pankratz of Property Management. 
His personal goals were small, the salary small, the 
satisfactions small. That is precisely why he felt small 
and insignificant. 


Now, at the age of 47, the small worm of dissatis- 
faction was gnawing at his slight frame. Life had become 
a repetitious pattern of things done out of habit. It was 
easier that way. If the monotonous routine at the bank 
was stifling, the long, dull evenings at home were even 
more lifeless and colorless. Ellen, once vivacious and 
pretty, had become respectably "matronly", endlessly 
immersed in P.T.A., and an indefatiguable ‘junior’ of 
almost every community-betterment or fund-raising cam- 
paign. They found very little to say to each other, for 
the depressing sameness of their lives had long ago ex- 
hausted all possible topics of conversation. 


On the few rare occasions when Henry and Ellen did 
have a social evening, it was invariably to the Crescent 
Lake Country Club for cocktails, a flavorless dinner, and 
the artificial congeniality of chatting with other members. 
The torpor of their lives was not noticeably altered by 
the weekly bridge game at one of their friend's homes. 
Neither Henry nor Ellen particularly cared for bridge, 
but continued to play because "it was the thing to do." 
Both privately considered most of their friends insuffer- 
able boors, Though Ellen was happy to putter about in 
the garden; of hobbies, Henry had none--unless one could 
Gall reading the Financial World a hobby. Sports, and 
the more masculine pursuits of hunting and fishing did 
not interest him. With his field of interests so narrow, 
it was little wonder that he felt he was missing ‘some- 
thing’. 


Even the Detweiler children, Roger and Jennifer, who 
were so cute and interesting when they were small, had 
not brought joy to Henry in later years. Son Roger was 
now in a distant college-"“irresponsibly spending his way 
through” Henry thought...."Iif the rate of requests for 
an advance on his allowance was any criteria. Jennifer, 
once the ‘apple of his eye' was also a disappointment. 
Last year she left the family home to establish herself 
in the ‘legitimate’ theater, but thus far had not yet 
landed a "starring" role. Nor was there reason to expect 


she ever would, for she had a pudgy, plum-pudding face, 
and was a trifle plumpwith 36-36-36 figure. 


On a certain day, not long ago, Henry was sitting 
at his desk, staring vacantly at the wall, lost in thought. 
Though minutes went by, Henry moved not an iota. No, 
Henry was not contemplating a client's fate. He was 
suffering from the pangs of aging--of feeling that life 
has passed him by. (That was very nearly the truth.) As 
he reviewed his life, all of the dreams that could have 
come true were contrasted with the futility of his present 
existence. A feeling of revulsion overcame him as he re- 
flected on the coming evening. On this night, just as 
on every other Thursday night, Ellen had scheduied an 
evening of bridge with the Pomeroys, Beatons, and Lowes. 
Not only did Henry detest the dull, lusterless game, he 
positively despised Harry Pomeroy and Jack Lowe. As much 
as he hated to think about the evening ahead, there really 
was no way out. Ellen set great store on the ‘social amen- 
ities’ and would nag him unmercifully if he would not 
accompany her. He was almost resigned to the rigors of 
the coming evening. 


He knew fuil well how the evening would go; precisely 
two rubbers of uninspired bridge, without so much as a 
daring redouble; the "girls" would chatter oft-repeated 
gossip about the pecadillos of their friends, while the 
males would review the world situation and economics-- 
their words sounding as echoes of the funeral voice of 
Ned Brittley, news commentator to the affluent set. He 
could visualize the 10;30 break for cocktails and canapes 
in the shape of the card suits--each filled with an unseal 
looking pink cr gray paste, the constituents best left un- 
known. Thoughts of the raucous, booming laugh of Harry 
Pomeroy and the stupid, inane comments of Jack Lowe 
following every trick brought on a convulsive shudder. 
“Lord", he thought, "I simply cannot stand another dull 
day of this life"! “There must be something more to life 
than this."! 


With that first rebellious thought, Henry became 
suddenly antimated. He closed his ledger with a thunder- 
clap, loud enough to arouse Mrs. Lewis in the adjacent 
office. And then he did the most daring thing of ali in 
his whole 25 years in the bank. He pushed back his chair 
and placed his feet upon the desk! Now, it is not known 


exactly whether or not his supine position was responsible, 
but Henry's mind pecame remarkably imaginative and 
agile. Visions of life outside his own little rut flooded 
through his brain-come-alive; the dam had burst! Henry 
began scheming of a way to break out of his deadly rou- 
tine--to become once again the bold and dashing figure 
of former years. 


In the next few minutes, various plans and alter- 
Natives were reviewed, found wanting, and discarded. 
Gradually a sly look of cunning crossed his usually ex- 
pressionless face--he had reached a decision! He would 
drop everything and go off to New York for a change of 
scene. "And I won't even tell Ellen I'm going"! "She'd 
only rant and rave...." And so the die was cast. 


Drawing upon unaccustomed ingenuity, Henry called 
in Mrs. Lewis and announced "I've got to go over to the 
Walcott building and see Mr. Jamieson about his remodel- 
ing plans”. "If I'm not back by 3:30, please close up the 
office." Without waiting for comment, he reached for 
his dark grey homburg and stalked from the office, through 
the main foyer and out of his work-a-day prison. A few 
minutes later, he appeared at the railway station and pur- 
chased a ticket for New York. As he clickety-clacked 
toward the city, he was eminently pleased with himself 
for acting on his bold impulse. The result was so satis- 
fying to his soul. He straightened up in his seat and took 
on a new look of vigor and determination. This was one 
of the rare times in his life in which he had acted with 
decision. The imp of rebellion had done it's work! 


Lacking other impedimenta then his omni-present 
portfolio, Mr. Detweiler--the new and dashing Mr. Det- 
weiler, st ode through Grand Central Station with a jaunty 
step. There was an evereso-faint suggestion of a smile 
on his face when he spied the gaudy neon sign announcing 
"The Green Frog-Cocktails". He swung in through the door 
and marched up to the bar...."Bartender, a Bloody Mary"-- 
the outrageousness of that beverage'’s name an implicit 
gesture of defiance. With studiedease, Henry draped a 
haunch over the bar stool and surveyed the hetrogeneous 
crowd speculatively. 


Several libations later, he felt the tensions leaving 
him and became conscious of a new feeling of power and 
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authority. In the mirror, he candidly observed the couples 
in the booths, idly drinking and chatting. Some were 
clearly lovers (he could tell-they were holding hands 

and playing footsie.) He smiled good-naturedly at his 

own image and broke into a wide grin as he assayed the 
probable outcome of that tete-a-tete. An old harridan, 
over-stuffed and over-painted, came in, clambered up 

on a stool next to Henry and in a gravelly voice ordered 
“A double Five-Star". When served the brimming glass, 
she first toasted Henry and then the crowd. “Come on! 
Drink up! When Gertie has fun, everybody has fun! ". 

Now it was obvious even to inexperienced Henry how Gertie 
earns her wherewithal, and it dawned on Henry that there 
were establishments of pleasure of a variety not yet 
sampled by the staid executive, Henry J. Detweiler. But 
true to his upbringing, Henry rejected the thought, not 

a little reluctantly, but because if Ellen ever found out..! 
That chill reminder put a damper on his new-found plea- 
sure, so he threaded his way out of the bar into the 
darkening street. 


A winking sign spelled out I- M-P-E-R-I-A-L H-O- 
T-E-L, remindinghim that he must find accomodations 
for the night. He entered the faded opulance of the hotel 
lobby and approached the desk. The authority of his 
Diner's Club credit card legitimized his lack of luggage, 
and in due time Henry was assigned a room on the seventh 
floor of that notable hostelry. With the usual bribery to 
the bellboy, he was shown to room 712. Once in, he hurled 
his portfolia onto the concave bed--that emblem of his 
profession had no place in the rejuvenation of Henry Det- 
weiler! “Ah, now I‘m free!" he exclaimed aloud, ever so 
elated that for once he would do as he pleased. He flopped 
into the tired easy chair and at once began assembling 
his plans for the evening. “First there will be dinner--- 
and then a show..." “But it wouldn't really be much fun 
without company”, he reflected, suddenly aware of the 
fact that one cannot make an entirely new life so quickly. 
“But on with it anyway! ” 


As he readied himself in the bathroom, he noted his 
image in the spotted mirror. A rather younger-looking 
man looked back. "Oh, the forehead is a little high", 
he mused, but consoied himself with the sage comment.. 
“A high forehead is a token of a powerful brain within. " 
Whether this self-delusion was sincere or not doesn't 
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Matter. He felt like a new man. 


Some time later at Jack Venable's Club, Henry was 
seated at a corner table, menu in hand, napkined waiter 
at his side. Lavishly unconscious of cost, from the Table 
d' Hote, he ordered a martini, breast of pheasant sauteed 
in wine, a Caesar's salad, and all of the other appurte- 
nances of a gourmet's meal. Though the food was rather 
good, for some reason the sumptuous meal did not seem as 
pleasant as he had anticipated. Perhaps it was the muted 
silence of the place--a silence scarcely disturbed by the 
clink of silverware, or the unobtrusive music issuing from 
hidden speakers. Still, he did dine in regal style, taking 
an inordinate amount of time; so thought the waiter. Up- 
on leaving, another impulse caused Henry to purchase a 
handfull of 50¢ panatalas---one of which was thrust into 
his mouth at a jaunty angle and ignited amid clouds of 
fragrant smoke. "This is really living..." He thought. 


Now it is 8:00 P.M., the streets have darkened and 
Henry is not about to call it an evening and retire--not 
yet! He is drawn toward the brightness of a still-active 
business corner and slowly sauntered in that direction. 
Finding nothing particularly interesting there, he con- 
tinued his leisurely pace a number of blocks further up- 
town, pausing only now and then to examine a shop window, 
or to watch the city folk hurry along the street oblivious 
to everything. After a scotch-and-soda at a crowded bar, 
he resumed his patrol of the streets with a refreshed devil- 
may-care air. The new Henry imagined himself as a dis- 
tinguished man about town--a young and vigorous yachts- 
man, tall, handsome and gallant--a truly ambitious image, 
facts being what they are. To complete his concept of 
his new self, the thing lacking seemed to be a curvaceous 
young lady to grace his arm. “Ah, yes...a gay blade 
such as I wouldn't be doing the town alone!" He did feel 
the need for feminine company. But alas, his conscience 
pricked him. He couldn't possibly violate his marriage 
vows by actually picking up a girl" That much of the 
conformist in Henry remained. 


But such thoughts are not easily dismissed. Poor Henry 
felt his grasp on the interesting evening slipping and he 
struggled manfully to sustain the feeling he had come to 
like. While in this mood of wishful thinking, an especially 
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well-lighted show window caught his eye--a ladies’ 
fashion shop. The tastefully dressed mannequins in the 
window were extraordinarily well-posed. As carefully as 
a judge at a beauty contest, Henry compared their.various 
charms. They seemed to strut and parade before him as 
though they were alive. Quite without volition, an in- 
sidious thought formed..."Why these certainly beautiful 
ladies, so obviously cultured persons." The small price 
placards and artificial scenery of the background faded 
from his mind's eye. He was especially taken by one 
mannequin that stood slightly apart from the others. 
"She" was faultlessly groomed in a beige wool suit with 
a warm brown collar. In one outstretched hand were 
draped a pair of gloves, from the other hung a largish 
walnut brown handbag, cleverly opened to display a 
brilliant rust-hued kerchief. From her stance, it seemed 
as though she were inviting him to come closer. He did 
so, and noticed that this particular mannequin was most 
lady-like, with soft, natural-looking skin and beauti- 
fully coiffed hair-so unlike the lacquered look of the 
others. As he stared, a strange alchemy took place--the 
mannequin seemed to,come alive and take on a human 
personality! Flushing slightly from’ excitement, Henry 
imagined himself being introduced to this charming crea- 
ture--asking her to share his evening--and receiving a 
welcome response. The vision of a gala evening with ‘her’ 


brought about an imagined conversation. "I'm delighted 
to know you... Miss..." "Grace Lee", she smiled back. 
"Gracie---may I call you Gracie?" He asked. "Why, of 


course, Henry, we are old friends, are we not?” Was her 
warm reply. Henry's chest swelled visibly and he was 
emboldened enough to say "Would you care to go for a 
stroll with me? The evening is so grand...." She readily 
assented, and seemed to step toward him and take his 
arm. (His conscience disturbed him not--why even Ellen 
couldn't complain if he took this young lady out!) 


With "Gracie" snuggled close to him, Henry felt a 
heady elation. Why he felt ten feet tall and twenty years 
younger! As they waiked slowly along, they conversed 
antimatedly about mutual interests; stopping now and then 
to comment on the wares shown in the store windows. 
Henry could sense, out of the corner of his eye, that 
passers-by were admiring this handsome man and the 
ever so beautiful lady at his side. This was tremendously 
satisfying to his ego! Oh, there was a world of things to 
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talk about; places to go; things to do! He felt more alive 
than at any time in his life! All of the elements that had 
been missing in his old life were here. With "Gracie" at 
his side, he was a new man. He could conquer worlds! 

Or become a fabulously wealthy tycoon--given the love 
and encouragement of one so dear! Now life again had 
challenge and he, Henry Detweiler, could face up to 

that challenge--with zest and eagerness. He felt “com- 
plete"--even fully satisfied with his life. 


A policeman making his evening rounds, trying the 
shop doors, broke Henry"s reverie, and his dream faded 
as though a veil had been drawn before his eyes. Still 
dazed by this imaginary adventure, Henry J. Detweiler 
turned disconsolately away. 


The vision of the delightful evening swam before him. 
He clung desperately to every emotion he had experienced. 
Completely entranced, he walked back to his hotel. Open- 
ing the door to his room, Henry did not even turn on the 
light, for who needed a light with such a glow within? He 
quickly undressed and crawled into bed, and as he sur- 
rendered to Morpheus, the fragments of his idyllic evening 
with Gracie began to parade before him once again. In 
his dream-filled sleep he lived life to the fullest with 
endearing Gracie. 


It was mid-morning before he awoke, feeling ex- 
hausted--drained--for his dream hours were full of vi- 
gorous adventures--of dancing at the Roseland-sailing 
in the sound--a moonlight swim--races on the sandy beach, 
with the sounds of her lilting laughter ringing in his ears. 
They had done everything that the old Henry Detwelier 
had missed in life-almost. But now, in the half-light of 
his curtained room, the sounds of the bustling city, the 
real-world, kept intruding and it was impossibly difficult 
to keep his train of thought on “Gracie”. The joy and 
happiness of the evening ebbed away as his conscience 
awakened. He had found the "elixir" of like and meant 
to have more. It was too precious to give up. 


Becoming aware of his surroundings, he suddenly was 
struck with the thought of going back to his old life. His 
conscience pricked him with needless reminders of his 
fate once he returned home. "Oh, Lord! Will Ellen..and 
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Mr. Chamberlain (his boss) ever raise old Ned!" He 
groaned, ardently wishing that such scenes could be post- | 
poned forever. “Might as well face it, I'll be in hot wate | 


when I don't show up at the bank at nine.” "It will be 
hard enough to explain to them where I've been”..."But 
Ellen will never forgive me---never!" "Whatever shall } 


I do?" The inner Henry, which had luxuriated in the 
evening before, suggested the answer. He had been su- 
premely happy here, but could look forward to nothing | 
but dire consequences. Ergo! Postpone the inevitable--- 
stay a bit longer. As we have said before, Henry Detweilet 
was not a particularly courageous man, but he was power- 
fully attracted to the exchantment of Gracie and wanted 
to know her better. The hunger for her warmth tilted the 
balance. He would stay another day--or two. "Besides" 

he consoled himself "things could hardly get much worse!" 


Afternoon found the troubled Mr. Detweiler in the 1 
park, seated on a shady bench near one of the main path- 
ways. The principal visitors to the park were oldish men, 
with a uniformly dejected air; and nursemaids and young 
matrons giving the children a breath of fresh air. It 
mattered not if the latter were tall or short, young or old 
fat or thin--each woman who passed by conjured up the 
image of Gracie. Their parade past him became an im- 
agined sequence of meetings with the girl of his dreams. 
At last, the tempo of the sounds of a city surging to life : 
at the close of the business day brought him back to earth§ 
He found it a strange and awkward place, realizing that J 
these were not familiar surroundings, but those of a strangf 
city. He was not really sure why he was there, but every | 
corpuscle of his being insisted that he stay. 


Examination of his wallet disclosed a tidy $635 and 
several cards. These, plus his checkbook, would serve 
him for at least a week in the city. Reassured of his 
solvency, the feasibility of extending his visit in his | 
new life cheered him. After a quick freshening up in a ] 
nearby barber shop, Henry had supper at the Automat-- 
another ‘first' for Henry. To condition himself for the 
evening ahead, a stop was made at "Charlie's Silver 


Dollar Bar", a rather gaudy, but satisfying dim haven in i 
which tolerable bourbon could be procured at the stated 
price. A raucous juke-box at the rear belched forth it's 


brassy fury giving the place the air of a carnival midway! 
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As the fires within were stoked liberally with alcohol, 
Henry became his "new" self again. Courage and deter- 
mination returned with each jigger. 


The alcoholic tingle sparked his imagination, re- 
kindling a longing to be with Gracie again. He sat very 
quietly, staring off into the murky atmosphere, seeing 
only the vision of the infinitely charming Gracie. His 
glass was refilled with clock-like regularity until his 
five dollars and some change vanished. Feeling just a 
little tight and hungry for companionship the temporarily 
exbanker Detweiler almost automatically made his way 
to the store window where "Gracie" worked. 


As he stood there, again lost in a trance, Henry 
imagined renewing their acquaintance and once more he 
‘squired’ Gracie about the town. This time they attended 
a lively stage play, full of zesty double entendre humor. 
(He was surprised to find himself laughing wholeheartedly). 
Whatever Henry proposed they do, he met with enthusi- 
astic approval. He found that Gracie had a grand appreci- 
ation for just about everything that he really liked. Henry 
reveled in her light-hearted wit, loving her happy laughter 
and bubbling spirit. It was so different from his past life. 


They dined late at Maxim's and took a carriage ride 
through the park. In the darker sections, his arm strayed 
about her and he whispered sweet nothings in her ear. 

And it seemed that she really liked him as the romantic, 
gay cavalier that he felt himself to be. With affection 
returned, Henry's spirits zoomed! Here was a fulfillment 

of a kind hardly remembered. It pleased him immensely 
that she could find him an interesting companion. He had 
just escorted her ‘home’ when the evening's date was ter- 
minated by the floodlights of the store window being turned 
off and the dim night lights turned the window into shadows. 


Henry was not feeling very sure of himself. His head 
was held high and there was a new vitality about him. To 
a casual observer, he was alert and determined, though 
inwardly he was totally absorbed with the euchanting per- 
sonality of his dear friend Gracie. Off to bed, and once 
more the joyous, happy hours with his ideal companion 
marked the night. 
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When he awoke the next morning, there was some- 
thing ‘different’ about the hotel room. What was it? 
Somehow, it seemed to be a happy place. There was a 
certain feeling that Gracie was about---invisible, yet 
here!. Try as he might, he could not quite see her. She 
was so tantalizingly near--yet so far--so unattainable! 
Perhaps she was coyly hiding because she disapproved of 
his bedraggled appearance. True his chin was stubbly; his 
shirt had disolved into a mass of wrinkles and his suit was 
getting rather baggy. Now conscious of the fact that his 
appearance was not that of a gay lothario, he resolved 
to amend that. "I can pick up whatever I need from a 
haberdashery." He then proceeded to do something about 
it. A bellboy was summoned and dispatched with his suit 
for a quick pressing. When it was returned, so did his 
spirits. Whistling a cheerful tune, Henry disappeared into 
a barbershop, emerging shortly with a clean-shaven, tal- 
cumned face, hair neatly trimmed and combed. 


With the greater part of his day before him until he 
could again meet Gracie, Henry dropped intd a bookstore. 
Rummaging through the books in the section which Ellen 
would call evil and disgustingly putrid, Henry found a 
morsel of satisfaction in his defiance. Several of the more 
exotic titles piqued his interest, so he bought them for 
the afternoon's reading. Thus armed, he returned to his 
hotel room, settled comfortably into the chair, and began 
more vicarious living. However spicily written, the books 
failed to hold his interest when it was so easy to shut his 
eyes and visualize a far more thrilling life with Gracie. 
So entranced was he, Henry fell into a deep sleep, only 
to awake with a start to find it well past six. 


With the intention of buying a few shirts, toilet 
articles and a suit off the rack, Henry Detweiler hastened 
intently down the street, hoping to find a men's shop 
open. Without realizing it, his steps brought him to the 
department store in which was Gracie. Now, in the day- 
light, things looked differently--Gracie seemed to have 
a strange reserve about her that could not be broken. He 
had to summon up all of his imagination to visualize her 
with life--talking and moving. But he did! Yet the ur- 
gency of his mission (he must look ‘right’ for tonight's 
date) caused him to enter the store to make his purchase. 


Inside, wherever he looked, he saw nothing but women’ 


Prantvestia 


apparel--from coats and shoes to those intimate flimsies 
that always brought a flush of embarrassment to his face. 
Maybe the men's department was at the rear. So he made 
his way through the aisles thence. By chance. he happened 
past the ladies’ suit department--and there on display 

was an identical copy of the suit that Gracie wore. He 
was drawn to the rack as if by a magnet; feeling at last 
really near enough to Gracie to touch her. His hand went 
out and stroked the exquisitely soft collar and the rougher 
woolen texture of the cloth, getting the same electric 
thrill as if she certainly were wearing this suit. A ma- 
tronly clerk came over and asked "Would you like to see 
this number on a model?" "Oh my no!" He blurted...... 
"I was just thinking of how this might look on my wife." 
Matter-of-factly, the clerk sensed a sale and inquired 
"What is her size, please?" Now Henry was really fluster- 
ed! The very thought of so beautifully tailored a garment 
on size 42 Ellen was completely ludicrous! In defense of 
the ‘image' of she who should wear the suit, he improvised 
"A size 18", 


Before Henry could regain his composure, the sales- 
lady was back again with an identical suit held before 
her. "Here we are, a size 18". "Of course, we have the 
same style in a number of pastels, pink, powder blue..” 
She continued. "Why, er, this one will do very nicely”, 
came his stumbling reply. Under the assumption that the 
suit was for Mrs. Detweiler (heaven forbid), the sales- 
lady suggested "How about some matching accessories?" 
"Purse?"”, "Gloves?", "Shoes?", To which Henry's head 
nodded affirmatively while he remained mute. The sales- 
lady was not to be diverted in her quest for a sale and 
used her feminine wiles on Henry to full effect. Henry 
was aware that he was getting in deeper, but was help- 
less to extricate himself. This was so embarrassing! “How 
can I explain to her what I really meant?" He groped for 
a solution and could come up only with the idea that he 
was having all these pretty things for Gracie. The sales- 
lady goaded Henry into confessing that he wanted the 
entire costume to be exactly like that in the window on 
beloved Gracie. In due time, he purchased a pair of brown 
alligator pumps, giving his own size when at a loss for 
‘her’ size. The pile of accessories and whatnot grew on 
the counter, and with it, some of Henry's self-confidence. 


As the saleslady began tallying these treasures, she 
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queried poor Mr. Detweiler as to “other things". "Some 
lingerie, perhaps?" “We have some really beautiful panty 
and bra sets; and some beautiful new negligies imported 
from France...." By now Henry was beyond dissent and 
agreed to her suggestions, leaving it to the judgement 

of the saleslady as to the style, color, and size. Need- 
less to say, the saleslady was a sales-lady and brought 
out an ever more exciting (and embarrassing) array of 
feminine delectables---enough to outfit Gracie from head 
to toe--several times over; not forgetting a bracelet, 
broach, earrings, and necklace. Though somewhat after- 
hours, the clerk was intent on leaving no stone unturned 
in increasing her commissions. However mercenary her 
intentions were, she did have excellent taste. 


"Of course, we won't be able to make delivery any 
more today, but we will send them out the very first 
thing in the morning." “Where would you like them sent?” 
"To the Imperial Hotel, Room 712, please", stammered 
Henry. The sales total halved his slim reserves, but so 
far as Gracie was concerned, any price would be all right 
with Henry. Emotions of every sort assailed him. He was 
so befuddled that he didn't even see Gracie standing there 
so patiently as he left. He couldn't quite understand 
where Gracie was--in the window-in all those parcels 
inside-or only in his feverish memory. How very vexing 
and confusing! 


In a wrought-up mood, Henry bought a few shirts, 
and necessaries--buying whatever was proffered from a 
small men's shop that happened to be open. He couldn't 
care less. Hoping to revivify Gracie, he sought the so- 
lace of a bar. In his eagerness to renew her company, 
Henry uncautiously began downingan increasing number 
of potent drinks. The pleasant tingle gave way to lassi- 
tude; and that to boneless limpness. To put it hiuntly, 
he got completely snokkered! A kindly cab driver and 
a sneering bellboy navigated Henry to his quarters and 
into bed. 


On his third morning in New York, Henry was suffering! 
The demon hangover persisted in dredging up scenes of 
slaughter! Reminding him of keen, biting, scathing re- 
marks he could anticipate from Ellen...an outraged, 
offended Ellen! He suffered an imagined dressing-down 
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at the hands of old Mr. Chamberlain! An anvil ichorus 
preyed upon his nerves, threatening to rend them asunder. 
A throbbing head advised "Run!" "Run!" With each thump. 
His stomach writhed and burned ceaselessly. The hellish 
agony of the hangover had him in it's grasp. How he 
longed to feel the soothing hand of Gracie on his fevered 
brow! She at least understood him--but where was she? 
Great merciful heaven! How he ached for relief from the 
earthquake within his skull and balm for his frayed ner- 
ves! In due time, he fell into a restless sleep. 


During his fitful sleep he heard a new hammering. 
Opening gummy eyelids, he could see the midday light 
filtering through the drawn shades. If only the hammering 
would cease! Gradually it dawned on Henry that the 
kettle-drum sounds emanated from outside his head. Sitting 
up, with deliberate care so as not to start his head awhirl, 
he heard a voice saying...."Packages for Mr. Detweiler- 
sir". Henry heard himself give a croaking answer.. "Just 
a minute please. I'll be right there", Suppressing the 
quaking in his limbs, he rose, donned his trousers; and 
weaved to the door, and opened it. "What in the world!” 
Were all those packages for him? The deliveryman assured 
him that they were for Mr. Detweiler and were paid for. 
So, numbly, he allowed the deliveryman to bring them 
in by the armload. He breathed a great sigh of relief when 
the man left. Though he remembered distinctly that he 
had bought all of these things the day before, for the life 
of him, he couldn't reason why! 


Shocked into consciousness, he did not relish the 
prospect of the day before him, but resolutely decided 
upon a quick shower. The icy needles of the shower 
flayed his over-sensitive body into submission, pelting 
him back to life--not in the ‘pink’, but a tolerable grey. 
As he stepped out of the bathroom, his eyes fell upon the 
mound of packages heaped upon the floor, raising the 
question "WHY?" "Why did I buy all of...this?" He shut 
his eyes tightly, half expecting that when they were 
opened again, the packages would have vanished. But no, 
they remained where they lay. 


In the following hours, a chastened Henry Detweiler 


strove to reason out his actions of the previous day. It 
was all so confusing! He did recollect a very charming 
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girl named Gracie, but though he tried with might and 
main, he could not bring forth her ‘presence’. All he 
could summon was a very foggy image of her, but jit re- 
fused to stop shimmering and take form. In his misery, he 
called out to her...."Gracie?" “Where are you?" Why 
don't you speak?” There was only mocking silence; but 

he could feel her near. If only he could reach out and 
take her hand he would feel better. But where was she? 

He looked left and right, thinking that ‘she’ might just 

be teasing him by hiding. But no Gracie! Then his eyes 
strayed to the packages heaped upon the floor and he be- 
gan hastily opening them---irrationally hoping that once 
he would see her clothing she would materialize. The bed, 
chair and dresser were soon covered with feminine gar- 
ments. As he opened each package, and withdrew that 
which was within, the eerie sensations of fabric and tex- 
ture sent a shiver of delight up and down his spine. This 
was something far different than anything Henry J. Det- 
weiler had ever experienced! With the last package opened, 
he stared at the beautiful things before him. He could 
visualize the entire costume as Gracie wore it-~but Gracie 
was not in them. The clothing lay there limply--tauntingly 
defiantly~-unfilled by the person of Gracie. It was so 


terribly frustrating to have found such a dear lady, only 
to discover that she could not respond to his pleading. 


Now, it may well have been because Henry was not 
teally feeling himself--either the ‘new’ or the old Henry 
Detweiler--but an insidious notion began forming. If 
these lovely garments will not come to life, to be filled 
with the warm endearing Gracie, then something must be 
done to give them life! Hypnotically, his hands trembled 
as they reached for the lingerie. First, a strangely com- 
pliant, yet stubbornly firm girdle was drawn on; then a 
shiny satin bra with it's impossible hooks; then gossamor 
hylon hose. The weary frame of Henry Detweiler was car- 
ressed by their soft smoothness, so soothing and calming 
to his tattered nerves. Then, with an eerie familiarity, 
the slip and dress over his head, and as they slithered 
into place, felt like a river of cool raindrops flowing 
down his body. The emotional impact was most profound. 
He felt good! It was exciting, even thrilling! When he 
stepped into ‘her’ pumps, it felt quite natural and proper 
to be standing there in Gracie's things. Had he stepped 
into her very person too? It was beyond understanding. 
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For a moment he stood transfixed, hardly daring to 
breathe lest he miss a new sensation! He passed his hands 
over his body, feeling the cool slither of the soft gar- 
ments mold themselves into graceful curves. A hesitant 
step in unfamiliar heels brought a rippling feeling up 
through the hose and the girdle responded in it's own 

way, bringing a delicious tremor to the small of his back. 
Another few steps and a graceful turn and pirouette caused 
the skirt to balloon slightly and fall back into place. A 
warm flush suffused through Henry. He felt so different, 
so alive! Like being reborn as an entirely new person! 
"She" glided to the dresser on which lay the pretty jewel- 
ry and donned them as though it were a very ordinary thing. 
With the ‘image’ of a lovely lady now complete, "she" 
walked about as fluidly as a model, stopping before the 
mirror. This person saw, from the neck down a curvaceous- 
even young lady. Above the mink collar was a strangely 
familiar face whose features ebbed and flowed-- first 
verging on Gracie, and then blurring into Henry's, and 
next into an entirely new face of a 30-ish young lady! 
"How strange, how very delightfully strange" was the 
thought racing through Henry's brain. “What has happened 
to Henry?" “And where was Gracie?"--and "Who was this 


person I see in the mirror?" These and many more like 
questions whirled round and round in Henry's imaginative 
head. The thrill and delight in this stranger's appearance 
and the feeling of her personality were far, far too de- 
livious to be taken lightly. 


It may have been one hour, or ten, but gradually an 
amalgam of all of the emotions of the two Henrys and 
Gracie were added to those already present. A person- 
ality and identity began forming and the composite person 
began thinking of herself as someone quite new, but with 
a mind of her own--one that insisted on having a life of 
her own too. This was “Alice”, a person of dignity and 
grace--exquisitely feminine. Her mood and temperament 
were fused into the very soul of Henry Detweiler forever. 


Much later, the ‘other’ personality of Henry J. Det- 
weiler, so long starved for emotional experience, came 
back. But this was quite a different Henry J. Detweiler-- 
with a new and fresh outlook on life; now given to seeing 
beauty in his surrounding, and with a fine sensitivity for 
things feminine. His and ‘her’ thoughts, quite naturally 
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as a femme, centered on making Alice as pretty as 
possible. In another way, Henry himself felt protective 
toward Alice--feeling that since she now lived within 
him, she was an inseparable part of himself. 


The next day, Henry strolled the streets of New York, 
seeing things with different eyes. Even the shabby loft 
buildings took on an air of old-age dignity. He was aware 
of the exciting clash of strong colors, and responded to 
the line and form of all he saw. Of course, all this was 
Alice’s doing. Henry even bought his ‘sister’ a rather 
complete line of cosmetics--quite boldly, and without 
explanation or apology to the raised brow of the clerk. 
Passing a wig salon, his fashion-~aware eyes fell upon a 
beautiful ash-blonde hairpiece that suddenly seemed so 
perfectly appropriate for Alice that Henry, heart jumping 
with joy, bought that very wig and hastened back to the 
hotel to see how “Alice” looked in it. 


Though he could ‘feel’ the presence of Alice all of 
the time, it was quite a different matter to bring her into 
being--as herself. That dingy room bore witness to her 
‘birth’. She dressed most carefully, making sure that 
her seams were straight and that no untoward wrinkles 
in her slip showed. Then, with a studied application of 
make-up, mascara, and lipstick, ‘she’ began looking 
more and more like the lady she was. With the blonde 
tresses at last in place, there stood Alice--a very charm- 
ing ‘young matron’, well-groomed and attractive. The 
smile that she wore was that of a supremely happy person 
at peace with the world. Henry had come a long way. 

In finding Gracie, he had found Alice, and because of 
Alice, there was a revitalized Henry. This brought new 
objectivity and purpose into his life. 


On the bed lay a rumpled Banker's grey worsted suit-- 
the empty husk of the old Henry J. Detweiler--once banker 
once harried husband, once a dull, dry and uninteresting 
creature. While the physical Henry was gone, his freshly- 
nourished soul dwelled in harmony in this person, created 
out of emotional hunger, but now as real and vital as life 
itself. So long as ‘they' were together, nothing could 
disturb the inner tranquility. 


For several more days Henry remained “incommunicad 
while Alice moved about the city, marveling at the wonde 
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ous world seen now for the first time. To her, everything 
was new and novel--even mystifying--and terribly in- 
teresting. After all, she had been imprisoned in Henry's 
being for untold years. She was, from her very beginning, 
an out-going, vital and inquisitive ‘natural’ person. So 
radiant was her personality that all who came in contact 
with her accepted and admired her for the lady she was. 
Just how Henry managed to ‘groom’ the unknown person 
within is not known; but however it happened, Alice was 
most certainly ‘all-woman’. And like a true woman, she 
understood her partner and knew that Henry, too, had to 
live. At such times she would retire gracefully from the 
scene, 


Now, some ten days after his precipitous departure 
from his former life, Henry had made peace in his 
troubled soul and was ready to resume life, but on en- 
tirely different terms. He felt that in being so much of 
an indecisive nonentity he was much to blame for his 
marriage's sinking into the doldrums. With the insight 
gained through Alice, he at last comprehended Ellen's 
own frustrated personality. Thus, with a reasoned-out 
plan to make amends, Henry busily prepared for his de- 
parture, Because he came without luggage, there was a 
little problem with Alice's things, but nothing that a 
convenient luggage shop and Railway Express couldn't 
handle. 


As the train clattered it's way homeward, Henry felt 
at peace with the world and happily anticipated how 
different life would be in the future. 


It was mid-afternoon when Henry arrived home. He 
rang the bell and waited only a moment when Ellen 
appeared, tousled and red-eyed. She, poor girl, was 
certain that Henry had abandoned her forever, Naturally, 
seeing Henry again was quite a shock. Her surprise gave 
way to anger and she began to scold Henry but had scarecly 
started when she saw that there was something "different" 
about Henry--an air of gentle concern; he neither cringed 
nor was defiant. Her feminine instincts overruled her 
anger and she rushed forward into his welcoming arms, 
sobbing with relief that her beloved Henry had come back 
to her. Henry, too, was greatly moved and whispered 
tender words of endearment that she had not heard in many 


® 


Teansvedlia 


a year. These two, whose love had so miraculously been 
renewed remained in their embrace for many minutes-- 
both content just to feel the other near once again. 


On the following day, Mr. Chamberlain saw Hénry 
walk into his office unannounced, and before he was quite 
ready to give Henry the tongue--lashing he had prepared, 
Henry quietly apologized for the inconvenience he had 
caused the bank. If he, Mr. Chamberlain, saw fit to dis- 
charge him, why that was quite all right. He could find 
another position--perhaps one with more opportunity. 
Henry's obvious confidence and assurance was so in con- 
trast with Henry of a few weeks ago that Mr. Chamberlain 
could only grumble a bit and say "Well, Henry, you prob- 
ably did need a vacation, so let's just say that you took 
your vacation early". And you may have your old position. 
We haven't filled it yet." Thus Henry resumed management B 
of Small Commercial Accounts. | 


After some six months of patient, but friendly service 
in Small Commercial Accounts, it became quite obvious 
that the degree of dedication and new enthusiasm Henry 
displayed in his work was making a very favorable im- 
pression on the officers of Merchant's. When Mr. Learish, 
of Escrow, retired, Mr. Chamberlain's glowing reports 
on Henry's performance led to his appointment to Mr. 
Learish's vacant position, with a corresponding increase 
in salary and responsibility. The Board found Henry Det- | 
weiler handied the new position very effectively and | 
marked him for future promotion. 


At home, the personality of Alice-within-Henry made 
a remarkable change in Henry and Ellen's lives. He was 
now able to anticipate her unspoken thoughts and often 
surprised Ellen by much attention, treating her as a new 
bride rather than a mate of nearly 25 years. To this Ellen 
responded eagerly. She gave up frenzied social life be- 
cause once again she felt that her husband's welfare came 
first. Because each centered their life about the other, 
the many “little things" brought them much closer to- 
gether. Their hours at home became hours of happiness- 
no longer wasted in idle chit-chat, but spent in giving 
of each other. Where life had been one of mutual ennui an 
and boredom, there were now not enough hours in the day 
to be spent with each other. Soon their friends and neighbo 


@) 


Poantvesia 


commented that Henry and Ellen were much more like 
honeymooners than a couple about to celebrate their 
silver anniversary. 


Which now brings us up to the present. Three months 
ago, Henry-- feeling that he and Ellen once again really 
understood each other--gently told Ellen about his trip 
to New York...and about Alice. Poor Ellen was quite 
baffled because she had no knowledge of such intricate 
emotional matters. Still, if Alice and Henry were in- 
separable, she would try to understand. Henry said nothing 
more. However, a few days later, Ellen walked over to 
Henry seated in his chair with the evening paper. She put 
her arms about Henry and tenderly said..."I have been 
so happy since you are back." "Since Alice has been re- 
sponsible for what has happened, I do want to know her 
and to be her friend". Henry was so delighted in hearing 
those long-awaited words that he could hardly speak. 
“Would it be all right if we had Alice to dinner tomorrow?' 
"Why of course, dear, it would be a wonderful way to 
meet a very dear friend", At the candielight dinner Ellen 
and Alice found that they had far more in common than 
Henry--they were, so to speak, true “soul sisters", with 
similar views on most everything, especially things of 
their feminine world. Now that Alice comes visiting 
several times a week, Ellen and Alice have become very 
close friends. There are very few people who really know 
Alice but those who do are all as equally enthusiastic 
about FP as she and Ellen. From time to time Ellen and 
her “sister” Alice, may be seen shopping together, attend- 
ing the movies--a concert or play. One is a little taller 
than the other, but both are equally feminine. 


There is a moral to the story of Henry’s late awaken- 
ing. It is this. In bringing the femmeperson Alice into 
the world, nothing was subtracted from Henry and Ellen's 
marriage. Quite the contrary. Through Alice, Henry saw 
his wife as the woman she was, and shared in her attitudes 
and feminine orientation. For Ellen, Alice had become 
not only a very dear friend, but she had also made Henry 
more understanding a husband, gentler, kinder, more 
considerate. Then, too, Alice had provided Henry with 
the incentive to make a success of his marriage and career. 
And Alice delights in her own femininity. All have be- 
come richer for her presence. 


Complicated? Not really--for an FP, or a.GG who 


Knows and understands, 
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by Marjorie (55-R-1) 


My Odd 


@ My transvestite life is of little interest as far as 
actual dressing is concerned, for I have had very lit- 
tle chance to dress as I should. But it is such a com- 
plete rebuttal of the theories of the so-called experts 
and psychiatrists of little experience, especially those 
who blame everything on female influences when young, 
that I feel it is worth relating. While there is no doubt 
that being dressed as a girl or being influenced in any 
feminine way by mother or sister would have much ef- 
fect on those of us who were born TV's it would be just 
as likely to drive others in the opposite direction. 


Grandfather came from Scotland with several brot- 
hers. He made money as a merchant then lost most of 
it. So father, the only child, was brought up as a rich 
man's son. He was well educated in Scotland and had 
much mechanical ability also. But he had no social 
gifts at all. Older persons have described him to me 
as a "stick" at the parties he attended. Mother was a 
school teacher and she and her sister became one of 
the leading ladies in the large town where father lived. 
One boy was born, then two more who died, and I was 
the last in 1881. Grandfather had died before then. 
Father put what money was left into an elaborate house 
and lost it. Through friends he was offered good posi- 
tions, but the loss of everything seemed to break him 
up. He lost them ail, and had to move to a small 
town, to live almost on the charity of his wife's rela- 
tions who had little use for him. He worked at what 
small positions there were before a heart attack carr- 
ied him off when I was just four. I barely remember 
him. Mother was left with the two of us and no money 
at all. We lived for a while in a house belonging to 
her aunt, and she had a small private school. I doubt 
if she made enough to live on, but her brother was the 
leading doctor and considered rich for that time and 
he helped. Then he set her up in a large boarding 
house, but for some reason it did not pay and she went 
back to the small school, then to teaching in the low- 
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est form of the public school. She taught there for 
only a short time and died in 1893. I was not yet 
twelve. 


When born I got some sort of infection that broke 
out like abscesses in many spots. I carried scars for 
years. One plugged the tear duct from one eye. Why 
my uncle did not clear it out as other doctors told me 
it could have been done then, is hard to understand. 
So I grew up with tears running down one cheek a lot 
of the time. What it meant to a delicate, shy, intro- 
verted boy tohave people ask why he was always cry- 
ing, is easy to imagine. I was not expected to live 
at all at the time, and was supposed to be very deli- 
cate, though I have now outlived almost all my school 
mates. I was very badly spoiled, and did nét go to her 
school till shortly before she left it for the public one. 
Yet I early learned to read, and read every book in 
the house. Father had a very extensive library and had 
managed to keep most of it. So my education was way 
ahead of my age. Of course I went to the Public school 
when Mother started teaching there and made rapid 
progress. 


I played with the boys who came to the private 
school and with a girl across the street, and at times 
with my cousin, the doctor's daughter, a regular “tom- 
boy" who was always in trouble. But my one special 
chum, a boy my age, lived a block away. We had to 
cross a street where several bigger boys lived and who 
loved to bully and hurt the smaller ones. 


So we were in fear of them whenever we went out, 
and of course were a timid pair. Besides that I was 
too much mother's baby. [ slept with her till her 
last illness. Then I went to my great aunt, a very old 
lady, who lived in a smali house next to my uncle's 
big one. It had just two small bedrooms, so for near- 
ly two years, until uncle built a room for me on the 
house, I shared one with a young woman cousin. 


So from birth till nearly fourteen, I was complete- 
ly surrounded by females, their influence and their 
clothing. I had almost no contact with men at all as 
even all teachers were women. Uncle never bothered 
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with me at all, and I did not like him much. My aunt 
had had so much trouble from drinking in the family 
that she had a horror of it. She never considered that 
I needed boy companions at all. All that mattered was 
keeping me away from any knowledge of drink, and 
from any real knowledge of life, and to see that I wemt 
to church and Sunday School. I never had a boyfriend 
in for a meal and had few to visit. 


According to the experts I should have almost be- 
come a girl. Since I naturally saw a lot of my cousin's 
undressing, I should have become interested in her body 
and especially in her clothes, and tried to dress in 
them whenever J had a chance which would have been 
quite often. Actually I had no interest in anyone's 
body and till still later had no knowledge of the diff- 
erence in the sexes. I paid no attention to their clo- 
thes, except perhaps to think that girl's and women's 
clothes were very tight and awkward. What does puz- 
zle me is that considering how interested I became in 
corsets when about sixteen, that I have no recollection 
at all of my mother's. my aunt's or especially my cou- 
sin's corsets though I must have seen them almost ev- 
ery night till I got my own room. My cousin of course 
was very tight-laced. Unfortunately I had no contact 
with girls at all and wanted none except with my young 
cousin who was more like a boy. We played together, 
she taught me to ride a bicycle, and tried to get me 
interested in skating and boys games that I was no 
good at and so would not try to learn. I was clever at 
school but my main, almost my only interest was in 
building and machinery. I would watch carpenters 
and masons by the hour, and they taught me a lot even 
at that age. I spent as much time as I could at the 
local machine shop. The foreman was very good to me 
showed me many things and he and his wife took almo- 
st more interest in me than my own people. 


My first fetish sort of interest was in girls button 
boots especially when worn by boys as they often were, 
as they were so much neater and better looking. I su- 
ppose I wore them when small as almost all boys did 
when in the usual dresses and long hair. But I remem- 
ber nothing of all that. I was told that I was first 
put into pants when [ had to have new clothes when an 
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old friend of mother's came for a visit, probably when 
I was about four. Probably I had long hair for a time 
as most boys did. I was never told of it, there were 
no pictures at all of those days. So I know nothing at 
all whether I did or did not, and if it was long when 
it was first cut. Had I been used to the boots, it is 
likely I would have thought nothing of them. The 
first I remember is of a boy coming to mother's school 
with new girl's boots. They did not last long for he 
got teased too much about them. I could not take my 
eyes off them. Soon after in the summer holiday, my 
cousin came to stay with us. There was one of the fre- 
quent diptheria epidemics and as her father had sever- 
al patients, it was thought unwise for her to stay home. 
She came in the evening, was undressed downstairsand 
put to bed. I arrived later and found her boots. As I 
did not know she was coming I was wildly excited, 
thought they must be for me, though I could not see 
why they had got old ones. I crawled under a table 
to try them on but could not button them. I came out 
before mother discovered me and found out who owned 
the boots. The love of those boots continued through 
life though no one could have persuaded me then to be 
seen wearing them. If mother had wanted me to wear 
them, all she could have done would have been to get 
boots my size and leave them where J] would find them 
but say nothing at all. I would certainly have worn 
them whenever alone, and she might gradually have 
managed to see them on me and to persuade me to 
wear them when no one was around but her. I still re- 

member clearly a vivid dream I had years after of 

wearing a new and very neat pair. 


I cannot just figure out how or exactly when my 
very intense interest in corsets commenced, I was a- 
bout fifteen I think. There were odd bits of news in 
the paper at times about men and corsets. Also at 

that time the new “straight front” ones were introduc- 
ed and widely advertised and commented on in women's 
pages as a great improvement over the older styles. 
They were, but still had tiny waists. That brings up 
something that I have often thought of. All the girls 
that I waat to school with were of course put into s 
small waisted corsets when about ten or twelve, and 
kept quite tightly laced. So according to ideas then 
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widely believed and that are still believed, they 
should have had poor health and died young. Yet today 
there are more girls of my age alive than boys. So 
small waists did them no harm. Much more harm was 
done by the excessive weight of their clothes, and 
with older women, by the trailing skirts they had to 
work in. Longing for a better figure I wish that cor- 
seted boys had been common, as they certainly were 
in England then and even later, and that mother had 
put me into them the same as the girls. 


When sixteen, I had an unexpected chance to try 
| out corsets. Even then I had a reputation as a clever 
mechanic. There were no cash registers. Small stores 
had a till under the counter. Larger ones had small 
carriages that ran on a wire from the counters back to 
the cashier in the office. They were propelled by pul- 
ling a spring. Next to our house was the largest store, 
three stories, the third being used for storage only. 
The owner wanted some sort of cash carrier to the up- 
per story where all the women's hats and the ready- 
made garments of the time were displayed. A local 
man tried to make up a device to blow small cans thr- 
ough tin tubes using hand bellows for power. That was 
the style of most city stores, but o f course they had 
electric power for compressors. It failed. I heard a- 
bout it and was sure I could run the cars upstairs on a 
sloping wire if I used a heavy spring. The owner was 
interested and I set up a wire and proved it could be 
done. Sol got the job. It had to be done evenings 
when the store was closed, so I had a key. It was a 
lot of work as I had to cut a long slot through the 
floor and ceiling, as well as the springs at the lower 
end. So being alone I spent more time trying on cors- 
ets after I found the spare stock up in the third story 
where I could have time to hear the owner coming in 
which he did at times. None of course fitted very well, 
and as I soon found out, would not stay in place very 
well with no garters to hold them down. But I took 
one home. I wore it quite a lot after school and Sund- 
ays. My aunt had died and my cousin and I lived in 
the old house alone. She was away before I came from 
school and every evening. That gave me a very bad 
scare, such as all TV‘s who have to dress in a closed 
room can understand. [I had taken two corsets home 
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to try on. The only good mirror was in her room. Sol 
was trying first one then the other when I was interrup- 
ted. JI rushed down wearing the one corset but forget- 
ting the other. I did not think of it till she was home 
and in her room, and hated to face her the next morn- 
ing for fear of what I expected she would say. She nev- 
er mentioned it. Persons today have simply no idea of 
conditions then. Corsets must not be mentioned at all 
by the other sex. The owner of that store used to have 
a big sale every winter.: He actually advertised " White- 
wear" in the paper, and still worse exposed corsets and 
even drawers in the show windows. I can remember 
considerable discussion about it, that as a young boy 

I was not supposed to overhear. We were supposed to 
believe that doctors brought babies, and I sure got 
shut up in. a hurry when I mentioned something about 
babies being born. So perhaps it. was indelicate to men- 
tion the corset I had left in her room. 


I was not the least interested in anything else, ex- 
cept that women had just then started to wear button 
back blouses. I brought one home, tried it, but no 
fit and I took it back. The corset I got was a poor fit, 
so after a time I got rid of it. So childhood influences 
certainly had no effect them or I would have tried on 
the other things in the store. 


My uncle was supposed to send me to college as 
mother had helped him. But he did nothing for me ex- 
cept to try to get me off his hands and into jobs I was 
not suited for. So I went to work in a local plumbing 
shop, as the son of the owner was a special chum. In 
my last year at school I had fallen in love with a girl 
who would have made a splendid wife. She wrote me 
for a while. But she was a year older, had her way to 
make for herself as parents were no good. I was no 
prize at all with no prospects, and she dropped me for 
the son of a rich farmer. It had a bad and lasting ef- 
fect on me as I got the idea no girl wanted me, so had 
nothing to do with ones who might have been friendly. 
Her marriage turned out a big mistake. The man got 
no money and barely made a living. She would have 
done better with me. But what she would have thought 
of my TV ideas, which of course I did not understand 
at all, nor even how completely they affected my 
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whole life. 


In 1902 my chum and I went to Detroit. Worked 
there for two years. I made radiators for the early 
cars. I got up nerve enough to go to a store and buy a 
corset. The sales girl likely wondered what was the 
matter with me I was so nervous. It was a poor fit for 
I guessed at size, and in a boarding house I had little 
chance to wear it. In 1904 I came into some money 
and my chum and I returned and took over his father's 
business. As I did not understand myself at all till ma- 
ny years after, I got the idea that I should be ashamed 
of my love for corsets and shoes, and if going to suc- 
ceed in business, must get them out of my mind. Ma- 
ny TV‘s will understand that feeling we often get un- 
til we really understand ourselves. 


I married in 1906, my chum's sister. Right here I 
want to say to any real TV contemplating marriage, 
and thinking he can easily forget his dress loves, if 
the girl does not approve, that instead of getting ov- 
er it, it will grow in strength. Watching her dress in 
things you long to wear will become almost unbearable 
Soon after marriage there was quite a long article on 
men's corsets in England. I showed it to my wife to 
get her reaction thinking she would not approve at all. 
I got a big surprise. She entirely approved and wanted 
me to start wearing corsets at once. For some reason I 
still do not understand I put her off. But the desire 
for them increased, and I took to trying her’s which 
were almost my size. An injured back from too heavy 
lifting, gave me the chance I needed to bring it up a- 
gain. She brought home corsets and fitted me one Sun- 
day. They were no fun either, being about the longest 
and stiffest they ever were. They came up so high that 
the breasts rested in shaped cups at the top. There 
were of course, no bras then. The corset took their 
place. They had a long skirt below too. I could hard- 
ly bend at all. But I was so determined to like them 
that I wore them every hour I could. They were of cour- 
ce too stiff to work in. I got gradually shaped in as 
luckily wasp waists had gone. As years went on they 
became a better shape and much more comfortable. 
But even the older ones if properly fitted were not too 
bad. So I have continued in feminine corsets ever 
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since. Of course stockings soon followed as I needed 
to use the garters to hold the corset in place. Then 
rayon vests or a sort of combination called cami-knick- 
ers. Panties not for some years to come, more combi- 
Nation garments. 


From 1900 till they went out completely in 1920, 
button shoes were the fashion. So I kept mentioning 
to my wife how much neater and softer her boots were. 
So of course she wanted me to try them. At first I 
could not find my size but in 1912 I got a patent pair 
very neat and small. My large feet looked the best 
they ever did. But they were a bit too feminine look- 
ing to be entirely safe from comments. Still I wore 
them all over, sometimes as my wife insisted on them, 
in places where I did not want to. During the war, wom- 
ens’shoes were often made with flat heels and a bit 
more on a man’s style. So I wore them for my dress 
shoes till I could get no more. Then I had to change 
to strap slippers, which were not so safe to wear in 
public. My feet are really a feminine shape with high 
arch and a very narrow heel. So a man's low shoe al- 
ways is too loose. A nurse's type shoe fits perfectly, 
and I have adopted them for most wear. At first I was 
afraid the higher heels would attract attention but they 
never did, and as they suit me I now never change them 
My experience has been that a man can get away with 
such things as shoes and even feminine shirts in public 
as long as he does nothing to draw any special atten- 
tion to himself. That may apply also to complete fe- 
male dress on the street. I have never taken that 
chance, and would not think of it though I make a fair 
looking old lady, unless 1 had some woman to look me 
over, say I was perfect and then go with me, 


From 1920-30 I was away from home most of the 
time as I was on building erection work. So I had lit- 
tle chance for even corsets. I still was not much int- 
erested in dressing. My wife would try one of her dres- 
ses on me when fitting new corsets to see how I looked, 
and I loved her doing it. She often said how nice it 
would be if we could get away somewhere for a long 
holiday and I could dress as I liked, and as she wanted 
to dress me. It is very odd that while neither of us had 
even heard of TVism, she fully approved all my ideas. 
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But I was not seriously interested in full dressing till 
she got a nice house dress that was too large for her. 
One night when she and the two young girls were out I 
wondered what a skirt felt like to walk in. Sol got 
{nto it, of course no slip under. I fell in love with 
skirts right then. She gave me the dress but I had no 
chance to wear it. I was still away a lot, and with 
the two girls, we were seldom alone. There has been 
a lot of discussion about letting young children know 
about TV-ism. Both my girls, one born 1907 and one 
1915, saw me in corsets and stockings. They were used 
to it, thought nothing of it, and never talked to out- 
siders about it. In later years they washed and mended 
all my things. It seems to me that the best way is to 
treat the subject as.something entirely natural. Say 
nothing about it unless questioned and then explain as 
simply as possible. But I know that neither girl when 
older would have approved at all seeing me in a com- 
plete feminine outfit. 


I did little about dressing except trying my wife's 
things at long intervals. Then I had trouble. She was 
badly hurt in a car upset, and very nervous after it. 


Her mother came to visit. We did not know it but the 
other members of the family had had serious trouble 
with her, and I have some evidence that they tried to 
land her on us, Anyway the change upset her complete- 
ly and she became violently insane. Combined, the 
troubles sent my wife into a sort of complete breake 
down, and we did not get along for years after until a 
few years before she died in 1953. So Iwas on my own. 
My desire to dress increased very much. I started gath- 
ering an outfit of slip, skirt and blouse. She and the 
daughter would sometimes go away all day and I would 
have the house to myself. I would dress all day, and 
commenced to understand what a pleasure there was in 
wearing the clothes that I felt so strongly by then 

that I should wear. I kept up as much dressing as I 
had a chance for till she died - at times adding to my 
outfit. Then the one girl who remained home, took 
odd jobs that took her away all day. So while still 
working I had more time for my clothes and got my 
first dress. I have never spent much money on clothes, 
for one very good reason = that there was little to spend. 


But what was the sense of filling my closet with things 
that I had wm hide and that I might not even look at 
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for months. For some years now, the daughter is home 
all the time. I have about no chance to dress at all 
except late in some evenings, and the few times she 
is away for an hour or so. Of late I have been able to 
take some color pictures of myself. I had done quite 
a lot of B. and W. work some years ago, and except 
for no proper wig at all I thought I was not so bad, 
might almost pass. Now, color prints show me to be 
a quite natural, but of course, very old woman. That 
is about all the pleasure I am able to get from my 
dresses. 


But all my life I have done too much day-dream- 
ing. I think many TV‘s do. Very early dreams when I[ 
was about six as far as I can date them, have given me 
some slight belief that there may be something to tran- 
smigration of souls. They certainly were very close to 
putting boys into metal belts to make them the most 
wasp waisted of any people. Then dreams changed to 
mechanical matters. But with the increase in my TV 
longings, the dreams increased. Many times I have 
spent all my spare time and even working hours on 
some long story of TV life as I wish it could be. Some 
I have even written out. 


To close this story as I started it, I would repeat 
that early feminine influence had no effect at all, ex- 
cept that being used to older women visiting mother 
and aunt, in fact almost the only visitors, I became 
used to their ways, and could talk to them. Some I 
think felt sorry for me and my very lonely life and 
talked to me and took an interest in me. So I have ale 
ways been able to talk to older women and to get on 
with them. But the main point is that while I was born 
with intense TV longings that have greatly affected my 
whole life, still they did not develop except as fetish 
ideas till I was about twenty or more. Also that they 
do not diminish in the least with marriage or old age. 


Dr. Kinsey was very interested in my Kistory. I! 
still have a letter wanting to arrange a personal inter- 
view. But war conditions prevented. He asked did I 
want a change of sex. I replied no, but wanted to be 
able to dress as I should in public. What I badly wanted 
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is to be able to dress as I should in what I feel are my 
proper clothes as much as I wish and wherever I wish, 
to go out in public or around the house all day and to 
be accepted as one of themselves by other women and 
to join in some ways in their life. My feelings about 
an operation have changed with age, to thinking that 
it would now not be important as far as sex relations 
are concerned, and that as a woman I could not be 
prevented from dressing in my own clothes. But it would 
require a complete change of location to do even that. 


There is no sense in interested for money psychi- 
atrists talking about ‘cures' for TVism. If born with 
it there is no cure, What they can and should do is 
to tell patients, to use common sense and to dress e- 
nough to relieve their feelings, but not where it may 
cause trouble by exposure. It should be remembered 
that one sensational case sets our cause back for all 
of us even though police and judges have far more un- 
derstanding than in past years, But to try to quit is 
impossible and Hirschfeld who knew far more about us 
than any other, states positively that repressing does 
far more harm than expressing ourselves. The only 
thing I have found to slow down our longings is hard 
physical work. But even then if a woman passes, look- 
ing and dressed as I would love to look and dress, back 
comes the longing, and for the rest of the day I think 
of nothing else. 


My advice to the youngest among us is to do as 
little as you can without your longing becoming too 
overgo wering. I think that all of us find that sex has 
much to do with it at first. That will soon pass. For 
many years, my complete feminine underthings are 
just my ordinary dress, and I almost never think of 
them. Male garments are shirt, pants and sometimes 
shoes. Breasts that I long to increase, sometimes need 
a bra, but even that does not seem to be noticed. 
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The lanky cowboy strode into “Playtex 2?” she suggested. 

the elegant ladies shop and headed “That’s mighty kind of you, 
for the lingerie department. He ma’am,” the cowboy gallantly an- 
approached the salesgirl and an- Swered, “but not right now. I’m 
nounced, “I'd like to buy a girdle, double parked.” 

ma’am.” 
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ay Cartoon 


by Virginia 


“@ Those of us to whom TVism is a real part of our 
lives tend to think that it is a deep mysterious 
thing that does not rear it's head into the light of 
day except within people like ourselves, This is re- 
ally not the case. True we TVs embody the trans-gen- 
deral manifestation in our femmeselves when we dress 
but the curiosity, the intrigue, the mystery about 
the other sex and it's behaviour is there in all cul- 
tures, In primitive tribes it is manifested in var- 
ious kinds of rituals such as ‘Couvade" wherein after 
a child is born the mother goes back to work in the 
fields but the father takes to his bed for some weeks 
and is waited on solicitously and made over by the 
women of the village. This is a manifestation of en- 
vy of the female’s role in procreation and the males 
take over and act out a part of it. In other tribes 
during the week preceeding the puberty rites for boys 
the boys obtain and wear the :clathes of the village 
girls. In our culture there is always the guy who, 
after a couple of drinks at a party puts on a lady's 
hat or a lamp shade and prances around, 


"Some Like It Hot'' was the highest paying comedy 
of all time and “Charlies Aunt" has been a perennial 
favorite for years, So the switching of genders and 
the interest in it is always just below the surface. 


Many cartoons are reprinted in TRANSVESTIA that 
have been retitled by those submitting them so as to 
change the original meaning. But over the past year 
I have assembled a group of cartoons in which TVism 
provides the theme in some form in the original. 
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BOYS’ DRAMATIC CLUB 


BY SPEANEDY AND JANICE BERENSTAIN 


“Phe Bows’ Dramatic Club is patting on a play, and Paia git” 


eed!” 


“Just iguere them 
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On the following pages there are reproduced. The 
titles are the artist's titles and his name has 

been left on his work, Since the cartoons were sub- 
mitted by readers, the Editor has no idea what the o- 
riginal source was and cannot give credit. It is 
hoped that the cartoonists and papers holding their 
copyrights will realize that this reproduction of 
their efforts is not an act of plagiarism but rather 
simply a commentary on TVism in the press. 


The one contribution which can be credited to 
the original source is the 2-page series on the pre- 
ceeding two pages. This appeared in McCall's Maga- 
zine for March 1962, This is by all odds the most 
revealing cartoon series I have ever seen, Whether 
Mr. and Mrs. Berenstain are aware of the perceptiv- 
ity involved is unknown, Maybe they have a son or 
a friend has a son to whom this happened and it be- 
came a family joke. But many of those who read this 
will be aware that it is no joke. It is events ex- 

actly like those pictured here that make many a TV in 
the first place. Not only is the event important but 
the final awareness of the boy when he sees "her" in 
the mirror...."I'm not bad!" This sort of thing has 
been the moment of truth for many of us. Perhaps not 
after an event like this, but when we saw "the girl 
within" for the first time. I don't necessarily mean 
the first time we put on a dress and looked into the 
mirror, but the first time we really saw HER....and 
realized that "she" could be all the good, beautiful, 
lovely, glamorous, attractive and desireable things 
that boys are wont to project onto girls. That is 
when the monkey first climbed on our back, But in 
spite of all the trials and tribulations we've all 
been through, we still have to admit,’ don't we, that 
we have a beautiful monkey to deal with. 


But TV cartoons of other types also appear. A 
few of them are what may be called direct-TV cartoons 
such as those on the next page. Then next in order 
of obviousness are those *h2t +.y be termed the hor- 
mone and surgery type. these are well represented by 
the three on pages 55 and 56. Directly related to 


“Have those female hormone shots had any effect on 


you, Mr. Grubel?” 
é & 


DIGBY DRUGS 


be wr 4 


& ow” 


“Mr. Digby. if you dont mind. Vd like a 
transfer out of the Hormone Research Department.” 


“Hadn't we better stop the hormone 
shots for Mr. Johnson here?" 


“Well, George. at least now we know why the guinea pigs who 
were receiving the injections stopped reproducing.” 


“Is the doctor good ? Tell the man w 
do, Irving!” 
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these are the medical type usually involving a psych- 
latrist. Of course, this type serves a double pup- 
pose since it serves to lampoon the psychiatrist, whom 
everyone recognizes as fair game, as well as the idea 
of IV. The fact that the psychiatrist is himself of- 
ten cast in the TV role also Illustrates how basic- 
ally human the phenomenon is, because psychiatrists, 
of all people, should be able to be in full control 
of their behaviour and understand themselves perfect- 


.ly. (This is the layman's idea and is not true. As 


a reasonably good generalization it may be stated 
sthat the reason people go into psychiatry in the 
first place is because they already have some sort of 
personality problem of their own.) 


Next, on pages 60,61, and 62 come a group of car-~ 
toons which I like to think of as "sub-liminal" TV 
types. These show some aspect of cross-dressing 
which is not the complete picture but which illustrate 
the cross gender aspects of life. It cannot be said 
that the cartoonists who draw these pictures are real 
or suppressed TVs---we just don't know, but it is 
tempting to speculate that the tendency to draw such 
cartoons is a manifestation of a latent interest in 
TVism which just comes out.in this way. Just as an 
actor can get away with behaviour that would ruin an 
ordinary man because of the idea that anything goes 
in the theatrical world, so a cartoonist can write 
and draw things with impunity that he could never do 
in fact. So that just as reading TV fiction is a vi- 
carious experience to the TV so perhaps are the var- 
ious types of cartoon shown on these pages. The car- 
toonist dares to draw what he dare not do. Natur- 
ally, if one of the cartoonists reads this he is going 
to rise in all his masculine majesty and violently de- 
nounce such an idea, But isn't that the masculine 
ego's way of reacting to everything feminine? 


Pages 63,64 and 65 are cartoons devoted primarily 
to take offs on the current styles of clothing and 
hairdos and involve TV only indirectly. Hope you en- 


joyed these. VIRGINIA. 
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"1 tried on my wife's wig and liked the way 1 looked. 


(My aval a a, 


Machen Sie sich keine Sorgen wegen threr Vorliebe far 
Danonkle idung. Wir ed shh ja alle unsere kleinen Fehler« 


Freely translated: "Don't worry about your love for 
women's clothes, We all have our little foibles," 


‘ . <> 
“Must have fallen asleep on the sofa, whv?” 
The Neighbors 


FOUNDATIONS, *3 & : 
, “Dear, if yowre going shopping wearing the only 


=C3 pair of preased slacks [ain -may I come along 
5 


in this lovely nevw-thing of yours?” 
al 
eo 


hes 


fret 


“Sir, you're my Mother's height. Woul 
pind slipping into something for me?” a il 


“Oh, no! The old man really got out on the wrong 
side of the bed this time!” 


OFF THE RECORD 


or did he 7?) 


“L see e got up on the wrong side of the bed 
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oe of SEES 
“Same old story—boy meets 


girl but doesn’t know it.” 


“You men are all alike.” 


“Son, your father and I think it’s 
time we had a little chat.” 


ts eee ; ap? 
“No, Stanley! I didn’t raise our son to be a soldier! 
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“Knock it off—I'm a C.I.A. 
man in disguise." 


by Ann (10-M-1) FPE 


—@ Here is a true story which might encourage some of 
our sisters. 


I bought my first real hair wig, and needed to get it 
styled, since I don't yet have any talent along this line. | 
How to accomplish this? I simply screwed up my courage 
and picked up the phone. I called the first shop listed 
in the yellow pages under "Hair Goods". 


"Do you style wigs?" I asked in my brother's mas- 
culine voice. The girl on the other end didn't hesitate | 
as she said, "yes". I asked the price, and how long it Hi 
would take. She checked with her superior and gave me vi 
the information. Since she left the receiver off I heard | 
her conversation and there were no snide remarks like 
"it's a man", op anything similar. In fact, it was all i | 
very matter-of-fact, But also because I kept my questions) 
straight, clear and simple. None of the, “I'm calling 
for my sister, etc." Just very straightforward. 


Then I called the second place. Their price was j 
better, and we discussed how long it would take. I was 
a little surprised that both places wanted 6 or 8 hours 
to accomplish the work. This young lady, though, ex- 
plained that wigs take a certain length of time to dry. 
Apparently (though she didn't say so) they do not put a 
wig under the conventional dryer like they put a real 
person. { 


Anyway, the formalities agreed upon, I told her I 


would be there shortly. Again, over the phone I could 


detect no special interest in why a masculine voice was 
calling. 


When I arrived, I walked in carrying my treasure in 
a plain old brown paper bag. Without wig block. This was 
done on purpose since I wanted to appear as though I had 
never done anything like this before. A girl came up to 
me. I smiled my best smile and said I had just phoned. 
She smiled too, a normal one, no smirk, and said, "Oh, 
you talked to Maria", and motioned to another girl who 
left her customer and came over to where I was standing. 
There were four or five women being worked on by as 
many operators. One of these, a man, was apparently 
the owner. He looked up briefly, but went on with his 
work. No one, operators nor customers, paid very much 
attention. 


The first girl went back to work and I handed my 
poke (that's Southern for "bag", I'm a Georgia peach, 
you know) to Maria. She opened it and said, "Oh, don't 
you have a block?" I said I would bring one when I re- 
turned, 


"How does she want it done?" She asked, thinking I 
was having it done for someone else, (if she only knew 
that I was really having it done for someone else - Ann, 
What fun!) 


"Oh", I said, “it's for me. I"m going to a party 
tomorrow night in New Orleans." 


"Oh, really", she said. "Well, how do you want it 
styled?" Again, all this was quite straight. She was not 
the least concerned with me or even the idea of me, a 
man, wearing a wig. And still no one else in the shop 
paid any attention to us. So I told her what I had in 
mind, “sort of curled under on the sides and back', and 
"do something with it in front", and I sort of made a 
little motion to indicate that I didn't quite know what 
but that something should be done with the front part of 
the wig. 


"Oh, yes, you want sort of a page boy effect. And 
you'll want some bangs in front to cover up your own hair. 
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The roll on the side will cover your ears", she said as 
she studied my face. We then discussed when I should 
return, I thanked her and departed. 


Believe me, it was all quite easy. And after walking 
through the door (the hardest part) the rest was a breeze. 
I had paved the way with the phone call before hand, and 
I simply made up my mind what I was going to do and did 
uty. 


Fetching the completed job was a little bit different, 
but not unpleasantly so. Again, I had prepared for it. I 
obtained a block (Sears, Roebuck sells styrofoam ones 
for about $2.50 at most all their stores and it was quite 
easy to buy "for my wife". They only measure 21-1/2" 
and my head is 28” so they aren't perfect but will suffice),.| 
And got a large cardboard box such as shoes or lampshades 
come in. I fastened the block to a separate flat piece 
of cardboard cut to fit the bottom of the box. Then I 
cut a handle in the top. It all tooked quite amateurish, 
but this is just the way I wanted it to look. I did not 
want to create the impression that the whole project 
means too much to me, or that I was the least bit skilled 
or knowledgeable about such matters. I most certainly 
succeeded! 


About an hour after the agreed time, (to allow Maria 
plenty of time and also to preclude my having to stand 
around and wait which I knew might make me nervous), 

I walked in carrying my cardboard box. I smiled and said 
hello to the receptionist, who signalled Maria. This time — 
the other operators did look at me. I just put on my best 
behavior, smile, etc., and brazened it out. The man 
said, "well, come on in, we won't bite you!" (I was 
standing at the doorway), but he said it in a friendly 

way and I did come on in. 


Maria, however, elbowed me back to a semi-private 
room where the work of art was. 


I had prepared myself to be quite casual about it, 
but it was so gorgeous my heart jumped up in my throat 
and back down again several times in that split second 
when I laid eyes on the wig. 


"Wow! Well, you know the feeling, I don't have to 
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tell you how thrilled I was. 


Fortunately, Maria wasn't looking at me at that 
brief moment, and I quickly regained my composure and 
busied myself opening my home-made wig box. I'm sure 
that it's appearance prevented Maria from thinking that 
there was any thing deeper to my stunt. I told her I 
thought the wig looked very nice. I also asked her how 
long it should last if I took care of it, but I will have 
to admit that my rapture was so intense that I didn't 
even hear her answer. 


We made our way up to the cashier where the tab 
come to $3.50! Such a fantastic pleasure for such a low 
price! I tipped her $1.50, I was so thrilled. 


While I was standing there, the owner came over to 
me and said, wide-eyed, “you aren't going to wear that, 
are you ?" 


"Yes," I replied, “my sister and I are going to a 
party dressed as twins. I‘ve never done anything like this 
before but I think we're going to have fun." I said it 
quite straight, and he believed every word. 


"Well, gee, have a ball!" And it was said in a hearty 
manner, as though he kind of wished he could go and see 
me! 


I made my goodbyes to Maria and the cashier and 
departed. As I left, however, I hoped no one noticed that 
I was walking several feet above the level of the side- 
walk. 


Every word of this is true, and it happened to me. 
My advice to all my sisters is to plunge right in and do 
it. I am discovering that most people are completely 
oblivious to what is going on around them if (and here 
is the big "IF") it doesn't contrast too sharply with what 
is already going on. 


Since this traumatic experience, I have had no trouble 
with powder, make-up, mascara, jewelry and a variety 
of other purchases. If I ever do I have already made up 
any mind to look them straight in the eye and say, “do 
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you want my money?" And of course they do. Incidentally, 
Virginia was quite correct about Helen Neushafer lipstick, 
available at most Woolworth's and similar stores. It is 
inexpensive and it is quite easy to remove. I prefer 

Pond's "Angel Face" liquid make-up. It is less than a 
dollar. It takes longer to apply than a pancake make-up, 
but covers our beards better, stays on, and looks natural. 


New Temes 


@ Necessity is the mother of invention and it led 
to the development of the Bra and Jelly kit. Nec- 
essity also led me to the development of hip and 
front pads for myself, At last I have found a way 
of shaping these without so much scissor cutting. 
Therefore I am making them available to readers. 
—@ These are made of foam plastic, shaped to fit 
the hip area and will be beveled on the edges. They 
will be blanks, so to speak, that you can further 
shape with scissors to fit your own needs. I can 
also provide a front pad with groove. All of these 
are designed to be worn under a girdle to give you 
more feminine hips and a flatter, more comfortable 
front. 

1 pair of shaped and beveled hip pads $4 

1 single grooved and beveled front pad $2.50 

@ In #38 I announced that I could now supply the 
inflatable inserts for use with the jelly without 
having to buy the bra, This is still true, However 
I am now able to supply the "mastectomy" type-insert. 
These are used after sugery. They have an extension 
running back toward the armpit and give a fuller more 
real effect. Both can be used in your own bras. 

Regular inserts alone per pair 

"Mastectomy" type inserts per pair $5 

Jelly kit for use with above 5 

—@ Wigs can come off, I have found some small wig 
combs to be sewn into front of the wig. Place a strip 
of adhesive tape across the hair and slip comb under 
it and wig is anchored solidly, Price... $1 each 


THE BETA-DELTA SPRING SEMINAR 
LT 


L to R- BETTY DARLENE JEAN CINDY MARYANN 
22-G-2 (a GG) 13-V-1 35-S-4 35-J-2 


LAURA JEANETTE CORINNE 
35-S-2 14-Y-1 13-M-7 


Front row. SYLVIA VIRGINIA MARIE CAROL 
FE-B-3 5-P-1 9-K-1 35-B-2 


On Memorial Day weekend the above bevy of 
beauties gathered at a Howard Johnson Motel outside 
of Columbus Ohio for a spring seminar meeting. It 
was arranged primarily by Maryann and Carol who de- 
served and got a vote of thanks from all present. A 
very enjoyable time was had by all. I was especi- 
ally glad to be present to be able to meet many that 
I had not met before, Especially to meet Sylvia be- 
cause she was soon to return to dear old England and 
our paths might not cross again. She has been inst- 
rumental in getting the British group going and will 
be a big help to our European sisters on her return. 
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Book Ras 


by Sheila (30-B-2) FPE 


THE DISAPPEARING SEXES, by Robert P. Oldenwaid,M.D. 


175 pp., Random House, New York, $4.95, 1965. 


This attractively titled little book was a 
great disappointment to me, and I'm sure would be 
to most of our readers, In all honesty, had I read 
the back of the jacket properly, I would have had 
some warning - but it was a distinct shock when I 
got home to find that I had spent $5 on a piece of 
propaganda directed AGAINST most of my beliefs! 


The author is now deceased, but was for some 
years assistant professor of psychiatry at the 
Catholic University of America. As would be expect- 
ed from this title, his ability as a writer was high; 
and it is unfortunate that he used it for the pre- 
sent purposes, He does a masterly job of Listing 
the REAL differences between the sexes - and quietly 
slides in a few false ones tailored to fit his 
point. He notes the increasing freedom of men and 
women to do as they please rather than being forced 
into artificial poses, applauds this break from 
Victorian tradition - and then sets up arguments for 
return to Edwardian standards. (He must have been 
born about 1895 and acquired his outlook in the 
decade before World War I). The methods he uses 
can only be described as ''expert sophistry", and he 
never fails to debase each argument with some bit 
of intellectual trickery. 
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Having "proved" that all men are really like { 
Tarzan, and all women like Sweet Alice in the Ben 
Bolt poem, and that any interference with this de- 
vine plan is unhealthy, immoral and disgusting, he i 
threatens us with "a great surge of homosexuality". 
(Presumably we are included in this category, be- 
cause he certainly takes no notice of TVs as such!) 
The cure, predictably, is to train boys for "Man's 
work'"' and keep them clear of "women's work'' -- ex- 
cept in emergencies - and for the parents to avoid 
luring their offspring into excessive dependence 
on the parent of the opposite sex. The real "solu- 
tion", though, is to turn the schools back to sex 
segregation - including the teachers! It is a 
blessing that the old gentleman didn't survive to 
see a cartoon in a recent PUNCH, showing a couple 
of Mods walking in opposite directions and captioned 
"Boy meets girl, and neither knows it." 


So, take that $5 and invest it more wisely than 
I did. I suggest flowers, or perhaps a new purse... 
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SHORT STORIES 
"Special Effects" 


The cop didn't feel so tough wear- 
ing lipstick and a bra. High heels 
tood the swagger from his hips. 


Pretty quickly hé found that he ra- 

ther liked the tug of straps at his 

shoulders and the firm pull of gart~- 
ers on his nylons, 


Then one night when he was off duty 
the other officers had to arrest: 
him,....he was found on the streets 
dressed completely in women’ cloth- 
ing. He could give no good reason 
for doing it. (Could any of us?) 

Diane Jordan. 


@® 


Say: 
Sunann® "The Transvestite and 


his Children." 


@ You know, as soon-as I wrote the above title 
I felt something like chills running up and down my 
spine. The same feeling a leaf of grass would ex- 
perience upon seeing a herd of elephants galloping 
in its direction. From this statement one might 
get the impression that I am prejudiced against the 
little monsters - and the truth is that I am pre- 
judiced, Therefore it is only logical that I 
should write about the subject. 


It is extremely fashionable these days to base 
on prejudice any supposedly impartial and objective 
analysis of a problem. I say problem because child- 
ren are a problem...THE problem. They are more of 


a problem than anything else a TV has to deal with. 
Even a wife can be more or less convinced of the 


need we feel to dress, although this may take years 
of effort. A mother or a father can be equally 
sold on TVism if one is smart enough to argue well. 
Friends and other relatives may be difficult too, 
but not an impossibility. But kids? They are 
stronger than the Berlin wall when it comes to find- 
ing freedom to dress at home. Of course it is us- 
ually the mother who sets up the barbed wire fences. 
"Don't you dare let Johnny see you in THAT (ugh!) 
attire!" Her voice becomes almost biblical, no 
ancient prpphet spat stronger admonitions at a 
fellow human than the prim, puritanic wife who sees 
in her husband's transvestism the worst disgrace 
that could ever befall her little offspring. 


But, if we stop for a moment to look around and 
assume that most homes are not tainted with a TV 
husband, what kind of offspring do we find as an 
average? The ones "untainted"? If you read the 


) 
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papers, you are well aware of the sorry role the 
youngsters of today are playing in our society... 
they are the ones who have killed the concept of 
discipline, obedience and respect towards parents., 
an attitude that persists through their teens and 
finds expression in the wild motorcycle rides, their 
contempt for other people's rights and property, 
their snickering poses towards ideals of home and 
country. They are the ones who are now beginning 

to burn draft cards and parade with Viet Cong flags 
in front of the White House. Should I go on? And 
still the average mother will insist on rejecting 
her husband's transvestism for the sake of the kids, 
by holding up certain premises in which she believes. 
Let us look at them. 


PREMISE #1 A child is a tender, impressionable bit 

of putty who is extremely sensitive to the example 

set by his parents. Any transvestic display in the 

kid's presence will tend to stimulate him into be- 

coming a TV. : 


This idiotic premise is so false that modern 
educators, counsellors, psychiatrists and even the | 
parents themselves are prone to laugh at it in | 
private. Altough they would rather die than admit 
it is wrong. Children are tender? Forget it! 
Did you ever see one fall down the whole length of | 
a staircase and in one minute flat recover and be 
outside throwing stones with deadly accuracy at | 
the neighbors Angora cat? Or if you prefer to talk | 
of spiritual tenderness, have you ever seen him 
destroying an insect limb by limb while giggling 
at the bug's hopeless struggle? A child shows as 
much tenderness as the Brooklyn bridge. Is he then 
impressionable? Let the parents who try for years 
to make the kid study and get good grades in school 
tell us whether their efforts have made any im- 
pression whatever on that epitome of stubborness. 
Deprive him of desserts? Next day you'll find his 
dresser drawer full of chocolate bars. Don't ask 
me how he got them. Send him to bed without supper? 
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the refrigerator will be mysteriously raided that 
night. Slap him a bit? He'll get moody and his 
grades will be worse than ever. Resort to physical 
violence with a good hiding? He'll denounce you to 
the school principal as a beast and every neighbor 
in the block will give you funny looks for months. 
The grades? As bad as ever. Or you try the nice 
approach and buy him an expensive toy, something 
useful to stimulate his interest in serious matters. 
A microscope perhaps? He'll trade it next day at 
school for two thousand pictures of Batman. Did 
anybody say "impressionable"? 


Allright. Let's pretend the kid is impression- 
able. After all, he runs around the house like an 
Indian because he sees cowboy pictures. In that 
case let's try to impress him with the fact that 
daddy is tired at night and would like a bit of 
peace, Or that mommy works hard all day and perhaps 
she might like a bit of help like taking the garbage 
out or staightening up his own room...Or that ex- 
penses have been heavy this month and he should 
stop demanding those extra ten dollars to buy a 
Mickey Mantle bat (autographed yet)...Let's be 
honest and think for a moment if we have ever met 
this incredible child who is actually impressed by 
the above reasons. It’s like trying to impress the 
police officer that we didn't see the red light. 


So where are we now? Can we possible argue 
that seeing daddy in dresses is going to make any 
impression on the little brat? If he's between the 
ages of 5 and 10, he'll think dad is practicing to 
join the FBI or the CIA for some highly secret 
assignment. If he is past 10 he'll think dad is 
a bit nuts (he's always felt a little bit this way 
any how), or he'll think mom is punishing dad for 
something naughty she caught him doing. Or again 
he may sort of like the idea of having dad dressed 
that way. Mom puts him to work doing the dishes 
and the kid is free to watch television. Or dad 
shows an astonishing degree of meekness and becomes 
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a soft touch for a bigger altowance, when he is 
dressed. I wouldn't even put beyond him thoughts 
of a subtle blackmail situation. You give me what 
I want or else I'll tell the neighbors...But to 
think that the kid is going to fall in love with 
dresses and make-up? Nuts! You can't even get him 
to brush his teeth once a day, how would you expect 
him to spend at least an hour dabbling with jars of 
make-up in front of the mirror? Moreover, if the 
kid has slight transvestic tendencies chances are 
he'll borrow his sister's clothes so he can go out 
wearing a shirt and jeans and nobody will guess that 
he's impersonating his own sister. His hair is 
long enough anyway, and often longer than his kid 
sister's. Thus disposing of premise #1, we move 

on to:- 


PREMISE #2 A young boy needs a father image at 

home, someone to look up to, a source of inspiration. 
Musn't destroy said image by allowing him to see 

dad in skirts. 


Phooey! That premise was invented by a very 
conceited father (and most fathers are conceited). 
He wants the little monster to become a chip off 
the old block, but he doesn't stop to think that 
the "old block" is usually pretty much eaten by 
termites. What kind of image does the father us- 
ually project? A beer fan, or a cocktail habitue, 
A guy who enésup with a coronary condition either 
from drinking or from too much work (or both). A 
man always in debt, who spends all his life meeting 
bank payments, A chap who only scans the headlines 
and knows more about the Chicago White Sox than 
about modern American poetry. A fellow who thinks 
last years' car is a disgrace and simply must break 
his neck working to have the new model. A man who 
has no more imagination than a house fly. An in- 
dividual who is enslaved by material things and 
goals and gives very little time, if any, to things 
of the spirit. I'd say that the kid would do much 
better in life if he tried to imitate his mother's 
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talents. (She's not much better than her husband 
when it comes to material aims, but at least she 

is all-around a better human being. Why do you 
think the angels wear long flowing skirts instead 
of jeans or slacks?). Man is pushed into being the 
symbol of power and might. The closed fist is 
masculine, not feminine- and still even the Bible 
states that perfection is not in "might or power" 
but in "spirit". The man around the house does not 
symbolize love and beauty and perfection. He sym- 
bolizes the spiritual bankruptcy of today's society 
in which man has enthroned hate, cruelty and violence, 
He, with the closed fist. The guy with the muscles. 
Why should we perpetuate these principles by insist- 
ing that the young boy should mould his character 
and personality in his father's image? Isn't it 
time to try a turn-around and move towards gentle- 
ness, tenderness and peace? But before we reach 
the ultimate conclusion derived from this line of 
reasoning, let's look at another prevalent false 
premise. 


PREMISE #3 Femininity is wrong in a boy - must 
cultivate masculine tendencies and interests which 
will make him a successful citizen. 


Here again we are trapped by our definition of 
success, To get ahead. This usually connotes 
(though not openly) the idea of leaving others be- 
hind, of using people as a stepping stone for one‘ 
self. Man's way to get ahead only too often carries 
within it the weapons of ruthlessness, cruelty and 
violence. The closed fist. So we spur the boy to 
make money at the cost of the destruction of all 
the qualities which would make him a decent human 
being but which happen to be thought of as "feminine 
qualities". In order to be masculine we encourage 
him to fight: be a man. Don't cry. If they hit 
you, hit right back, Atta boy! He's awkward...it 
doesn't matter, he's a boy. Gracefulness is for 
girls. And so we keep femininity away from him, but 
then we raise our voices in horror when we read 


about gang fights, the motorcycle brigades, vandalism 
muggings and so on. Who can deny, however, that 
these events are ever so masculine? Isn't it wonder- 
ful to think that there is no femininity at all in 
the little punk who used a razor to slit the seat of 
a public bus, the top of your convertible parked in 
the street, or the throat of one of the kids in the 
neighborhood? He may be a vicious rat, but masculine 


through and through. He's no sissy, right? 


PREMLSE #4 Children do not know discretion - they 
will spill daddy's secret to the rest of the family, 
schoolmates, neighbors et al. 


We certainly are scared to death of the little 
brats. They hold powers of life and death over 
their parents' heads. It's our own fault. Our 
grand-parents never had to worry about discretion 
in their household. They did not think kids were 
tender and mentally frail. They gave an order and 
beware of disobedience! None of these threats about 
cutting allowance or not allowing the kid to go out 
at night. They just went "wham!"and you couldn't 
sit down for a week. Brutal? Cruel? Maybe. But 
EFFECTIVE. If the kid knows his daddy will knock 
off all his teeth at the first peep about his tran- 
svestism - and no "maybe" about it - you bet your 
life the TV father won't have to worry about his 
secret. He can wear baby dolls at breakfast if he 
wants to and put up his hair in curlers while at 
home and he can be sure that nobody, but nobody, 
is ever going to hear of it outside the house. It 
may seem a contradiction to recommend violence to 
parents while decrying violence as a masculine ideal. 
But we know that there is nothing like a shot of 
whiskey to kill that hangover next morning. Besides 
this "knocking off your teeth"’ business is only an 
emergency measure which should be preceded by milder 
forms of corporal punishment, just enough so that the 
kid knows you mean what you threaten to do. One of 
the worst whippings I ever got when I was a little 
girl, was administered to me by my mother. You 
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never saw a more obedient kid after that! 


So we come now to the conclusions, I am con- 
vinced that the best thing we could do to straighten 
out our juvenile problems is to institute PETTICOAT 
PUNISHMENT and encourage boys to practice cross- 
dressing as much as possible. (I've been dying to 
write this sentence for a long time, but I've been 
scared of the subsequent storm it might create 
against your Contributing Editor. But, frankly, 
things have been too quiet lately and it'll be 
nice to provoke a storm, just to see what happens. 
I just bought a very pretty umbrella to protect 
myself). 


So what's wrong with petticoat punishment? 
For one thing: the name. This is too old-fashioned. 
I'd call it "femme-punishment", This of course 
would apply to those boys who just hate the idea of 
wearing dainty things. Instead of the conventional 
forms of punishment, parents should have at hand, 
at all times, a nice girl's outfit for their boy. 
And just lay in wait, licking their chops. At the 
first act of disobedience, fresh manners, or bad 
grades: "wham!" dress as a girl a whole week-end! 
Go out and play? No indeed! A knitting session, 
followed by laundering, dish-washing, vacuuming the 
house, ironing and sewing. I might throw in a bit 
of practicing graceful walking and keeping the voice 
high pitched, Even better, have a nice feminine 
name all picked out for the kid. None of this 
"Johnny, or Freddy" business. As soon as we have 
him dolled up he must be addressed as Rosemary, 
Virginia or Susanna, See how he likes it. He'll 
probably hate the whole business and we will achieve 
two possible results: a) he'll never be a TV, I 
refuse to believe this bit about “getting to like 
dresses" after being violently against wearing them, 
That's fiction, You either feel an electric current 
which is heavenly the very first time - or else you 
just hate the whole thing and will do anything to 
avoid being dressed up. This latter effect gives 
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us result b) The kid will become obedient, respect- 
ful, nicely behaved, 


Now, suppose the kid has TV inclinations. What 
happens? He'll just love the whole idea and he'll 
be obedient, respectful and nice AS LONG AS HE IS 
DRESSED UP. Take him out of those clothes and he 
acts up again. So we use dressing as bait. If you 
do this or that, or if you pass this exam, we'll 
let you be little Susie for the whole summer vac- 
ation! The kid sweeps the school, baffles his 
teachers and gets straight "A'''s in all subjects. 
One word of warning however/. This bait might 
become rather expensive as the kid has to be supplied 
with make-up, jewelry and a decent wardrobe. Of 
course this might make his sister (if he has one) 
so envious that she in turn will stop wearing jeans 
and boys' shirts and will insist on wearing dresses 
at least as pretty as those of her brother's. We 
might even change the present horrible trend of 
girls’ attire, I would bring this project to the 
next PTA meeting and if the mother meets too many 
objections, then it should be the father's turn to 
argue for the plan (suitably attired in a pretty 
frock, of course). This way the trend would begin 
to take hold in various households and TV week-end 
parties among families in the neighborhood could 
become something very fashionable. As the TV idea 
progresses we'ld see policemen demanding to have 
their uniforms changed in Summer, replacing the 
trousers with skirts, They know skirts are cooler 
than pants in hot weather, And like them, every- 
body else would follow "suit", (somehow this word 
does clash with my trend of thought), until men in 
dresses would be a perfectly common occurrence. 

(I know the alarm-clock is ringing in the distance 
and I should wake-up, but dreaming is such a nice 
experience! ) 


And where does reality take us? Just stop and 
contemplate for a moment the present, TV situation 
vs, children. The little monsters turn out to be the 
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strongest deterrent to TV activities ever invented 
by ignorance, prejudice and a whole set of false 
premises. Hundreds, and I dare say, thousands of 
of TV's who might achieve a degree of mental peace 
and enjoyment of their Transvestic personalities, 
find themselves doomed to submerge themselves in a 
dark closet for some 15 or 20 years of their lives 
with only the barest chance to emerge into the light 
of day when the girl-within has turned into the 
"orandma-within" or at best into the "witch-within", 
after all, what can you expect after a life of 
ceaseless frustration? Even those so-called under- 
standing brides begin to look slightly human. She, 
the mother, raises the furious storm of motherly 
wrath and voids daddy's TV activities because she 
must protect her little boy from the deadly and 
poisonous image of a father in skirts. She must 
save his masculinity and thus contribute to the ever 
increasing tidal wave of juvenile delinquency, cont+ 
empt for law, institutions and country. 


So, what is the TV to do? Fight for the dev- 
elopment in the boy of those feminine qualities 
which just might make this a better world to live 
in,..that's why I say a TV must start crusading at 
home. If he can't convince his wife and if he can't 
use '"femme-punishment" on his boy or if he is not 
allowed to encourage TVism in the kid, then he has 
no business being married, 


There! I said it. And in case you want to 


write to me, remember, it's illegal to send explo- 
sives or poison gas through the U.S. mails. 


love, 


Susanna 


"Further thoughts 
on Children." 


@ Susanna has brought up the subject of children 
and TV intentionally in such a way as to attempt to 
arouse some response, some dialogue on the subject. 
To encourage the rest of you I will throw in my few 
cents worth first. 


I suppose it is my brother's training as a 
scientist (some of which carries over onto me) that 
makes me tend to reject the obvious as probably in- 
correct and generally tending to obscure the more 
subtle aspects of a problem. The obvious answer to 
the question of children and TV--the answer 90% of 
the psychiatrists and the great majority of wives 
would give, is simple...."Don't let them know about 
it". This seems such a foregone conclusion and such 
"“obvious'' common sense that few people tend to think 
about the matter any further. TV is considered an 
"unfortunate condition" to put it as mildly as poss- 
ible and one which should be avoided at almost all 
costs, So naturally anything "bad" should be spared 
the children. 


One might well ask why it is so "bad" but you 
are not likely to get a very clearly thought out 
logical answer, so don't waste time asking the 
question. It's "abnormal", "unusual", "different", 
"non-conforming", "“confusing",etc. so naturally the 
little darlings should be protected from this, just 
as they must be protected from every other "danger", 
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risk, heart-ache, and apparently from most other 
experiences that might teach them something other 
than how to be like everyone else. This is the age 
of damned conformity and every tendency of the child 
to go off on a tangent, every experience that might 
present him with problems or experiences outside the 
limits of the ordinary and "acceptable", is to be 
avoided in the interest of helping the child to grow 
up "well adjusted", secure and untroubled. That is 
to say, anything that tends to encourage him towards 
being anything but a cog in the nicely adjusted 
status quo, is to be kept away from him. Its no 
wonder that the teen agers react against this with 
their rather extreme brands of non-conformity. 


So what has this to do with the subject of TV? 
Simply this, that it is "obvious" that no child 
should be allowed to come into the knowledge that 
his Dad likes to wear dresses and heels like Mommy. 
It would ruin his father image. (Nobody seems to 
notice what a lousy lot of father images so many 
non-TV fathers present). As a result very few 
parents seriously stop and consider, a) whether a 
child, male or female, could have the matter pre- 
sented to him in such a way that he would not be 
hurt, and b) whether the family at large and the 
father in particular might not be better off if the 
child did know. Better off in that there would then 
be no need for secrecy, of worrying about discovery 
and its attendent mumbling and stumbling around in 

embarrassement, trying to explain. This is certain 
to be more damaging to the child than a simple, 
honest, straightforward, unguiltridden explanation. 
Moreover, the sharing of problems, hobbies, inter- 
ests, activities etc, between parents and children, 
can prove beneficial to each of them. 


It is my feeling that like so many other things 
in life, fear of a thing is often more damaging than 
the thing itself would be. The old saying," Antici- 
pation is greater than realization" is the positive 
expression. The negative one might well be that 
anticipatory fear and worry about something can be 
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worse than the results of the actual event, Thus 
preconceptions of the effects on the child are 
probably much more horrendous than what would act- 
ually happen if he did know. 


I am afraid that I am of the opinion that to 
inform the child about this paternal activity would 
not be the destructive influence that it is auto- 
matically assumed it would be. The significant 
thing is not the knowledge but what kind and how 
much emotional energy becomes attached to it. By 
this I mean if the child learns about it in an 
accidental way and the parents don't know that he 
knows, and thus can not explain the matter further, 
he will develop his own ideas about it and it will 
be a concern to him. Not least in importance would 
be the fact that he observes that his parents care- 
fully never talk about it to him or demonstrate it 
in front of him. So the secrecy and guilt become 
more significant to him than the fact. Even if the 
enlightenment occurs by intention, if it is present- 
ed in an apologetic, self justifying, guilt-ridden 
way, the child is certainly going to pick this up 
and acquire a sense of "badness'' about it which 
again will go much further to damage child-parent 
relations than the information given him. 


On the other hand, if he is told intentionally, 
directly, objectively, unemotionally and with strai- 
ghtforward honesty, I am persuaded that it would 
not do the damage predicted. This, of course, re- 
quires that in other areas of relationship, the 
father be a friend, confidant and proper image. 
Fathers’ can afford to have their foibles and hobbies 
without Junior's either being upset about it or 
wanting to do likewise. As far as neighbors are 
concerned---aren't there many things that children 
are given to understand are matters of family im- 
portance only, and not to be discussed with out- 
siders? TV and daddy's habit of wearing a nightie 
like mommy's need not become facts of great import- 
ance which must be broadcast to all and sundry, IF 
the matter is presented openly. If on the other 
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hand, it is made a matter of great secrecy, frosted 
over with a bit of guilt, shame and self justifi- 
cation, it will assume great proportions in the 
child's eyes, with probable difficulties in under- 
standing and acceptance, That such acceptance is 
possible is borne out by the fact that exactly this 
has been done in several families and the ensuing 
relationships were quite satisfactory, 


So it not only can happen, it has happened. 
But it is the kind of problem that needs to be well 
thought out between husband and wife first and a 
satisfactory plan of action set up. Most important 
of all, however, is the necessity that both of the 
parents have arrived at an honest and guilt-free 
appraisal and acceptance of the husband's femmeself 
themselves. If you have guilt you will automatically 
and inevitably project it onto the child. Guilt in 
the first party is reflected as shame and embarasse- 
ment in the second party and this is what develops 
in a child when the whole matter is not presented 
in a clear guilt-free manner. This is what corrodes 
the father-child (expecially son) relationship, not 
the fact of the TV. A son couldn't care less about 
his father's foibles and fantasies if he is able to 
love him as a father, enjoy him as a friend, and 
respect him as a counsellor. But if none of these 
conditions obtains or if they are weak and half 
hearted, then naturally any odd behaviour problem 
only makes the lack of communications and companion- 
ship the greater, because there is no common ground 
for the father and child to meet upon. 


So don't just abandon the idea of sharing with 
the children out of hand. Think about it carefully 
and if you decide that it would lead to greater 
harmony for all in the family. for them to know. 
Just prepare yourself to present it sensibly calmly 
an unashamedly, Be ready with simple answers to 
sensible questions, and above ail, "Know thyself". 
before you undertake to tell anyone else, adult or 


child, 


Nist@rs 


ie 


oe | 
SS 
So & 

ES 
=k... 
ze SO 
Sen : 
begs EA} © 
om San “Y wy ar) 
m_ 3 SE aA 
BSH poy 
205 \- | / 
aS jan 9 
=? | 
> * AI IMM 


Editorial Emanations 


I, SPECIAL NOTE; As you are well aware I am running 
way behind on publication dates This disappoints 
you and it worries me, but it seems almost impossible 
to catch up. Therefore the next issue #40 will be 
largely a picture and cartoon issue with a minimum 
of textual material. This sort of an issue is easier 
to put together IF I HAVE THE MATERIAL and maybe I 
can catch up a bit this way. So if you have any 
recent pics that you would like to have printed 
please send them in right away. The sooner I have 

a@ bunch of them the cuicker I can put the issue to 
bed and Aug. 1 is the next official publication date, 
Please also send in regular material such as stories, 
histories, etc. so that there will be a good backlog 
available, 


II, THOSE PSYCHOLOGICAL TESTS: Remember that in #37 
I told you all about the work that is under way at 
UCLA on psychological tests of TVs. I asked those 

of you willing to take the battery of tests to send 
me a 3 x 5 card stating your wi'tlingness. My thanks 
to those of you that did. but far more of you have 

as yet not done so. May I ask again that you do this. 
I should say for us, because no-one has ever done a 
consistant, responsible and significant study of our 
problem and now that we have someone interested, it 
requires the cooperation of as many of you as possi- 
ble, so please do your part. 


III, CLIPSHEET AND TV TALES: Clipsheet #21 finally 
saw the light of day and those who had standing or- 
ders have received their copies. Others of you who 
are interested may order it. Those who have ordered 
TV TALES #5 and beyond please continue to be patient, 
I have only printed No. 1 thru 4 (a11 of which are 
available, 1 and 2 having been reprinted). I will 
get around to them as soon as the financial exchequer 
gets enough ahead to be able to pay off the printer. 
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So far I've been catching up on the accumulations of 
the "deep freeze" period of the past year. 


IV. ORDER CARDS: Thanks to those of you now meking 
a practice of using the order cards sent with each 
shipment I wish the rest of you would start to do 
so as it makes the keeping of the records much easier 


V. PERSONAL CORRESPONDENCE: I continue to be svaemp 
ed with the problems of trying to get caught up and 
reorganized which makes it almost impossible to find 
the time to write much even to those that I would 
like to particularly keep in personal touch with. 
Please do not take it as a sign of Jack of personal 
interest that I do not reply or do so in a very short 
note. I love to read what you send me and only re-- 
gret that I cannot reply in kind but it is just not 
possible and I don't want anyone's feelings to be 
hurt. At the same time when you write in with a 
problem that does recuire an answer please return 

the little note when you write the second time. It 
is impossible to remember the state of any one in- 
dividual's questions or correspondence and when you 
write back in response to a question without return- 
ing the little blue or yellow femmenote I'm just as 
much in the dark as I was the first time and I can't 
serve you very well that way. 


VI, WIVES BOOK: This is temporarily out of print and 
is in the process of being revised and enlarged with 
the help of several of our wonderful wives. It will 
be reprinted later this summer, It will also contain 
letters and comments on the subject of telling child- 
ren and their reactions. If any of you have crossed 
that bridge and would be willing to put down the whole 
story on paper for this book I'd be pleased. 


VIL, NEW COVER IDEA: There vill be issues like #40 
which will not have cover girl pictures on them If 
any of you have some good ideas for a front cover lay- 
out--drawings i!lustrations or what not I'd be very 
pleased to receive them, I need such a cover reserve, 
VIRGINIA 


Person to Person 
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NOTICE: Use of the “Person to Person” column is lim- 
ited to members of FPE and to those willing to fill out 
a personal information form which will be sent on re- 
guest. Address all answers to adds appearing here to: 


“CONTACT” 4924 W. Pico Blvd. Los Angeles 19, Calif. 


32-T-6 FPE Life long FP. early 50s, married to under- 
standing wife. We would like to meet other TVs with- 
in 200 mile radiue of Albany, N.Y. or correspond with 
any other FPE member in U.S. All letters ans. WILMA. 
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PRETT1-PANTI 
Lace trimmed panty with 
elit front. Ideal for 
male wear when one wants 
something prettier than 
Jockey shorts. Try one. 
This ie the answer. 


Sizes: Large and Medium 
Colors: White and black 
Price: $4, »vrepaid. 


Order from 


Chevalier Publications Box 36091 Los Angeles, Calif, 


PRICE LIST 


"TRANSVESTIA",..A magazine written by, for and about 
men with a "Feeling for the Feminine", Published six 
times a year in even numbered months. Per issue $4 


"CLIPSHEET"...News of transvestism and impersonation 

around the world. Clippings sent in by readers repro- 

duced for scrap books. Published four times per year 
Single copies $1.50, 4 for $5 

"TV-TALES OF FEMME FICTION"...16 page short stories 

with transvestic themes. Published irregularly but 

about 4 times per year. Single copies $1.50, 4 for $5 

SEPARATE BOOKS 


"THE TRANSVESTITE AND HIS WIFE"...A discussion from 
both points of view. Includes many letters from under- 
standing wives. Written simply, fairly and directly 

to help wives, parents, others to understand $3 
"FATED FOR FEMININITY"...Fascinating story of a high 
school boy who wanted to be cheer leader but ended up 
as school Beauty Queen, most popular girl and event- 
ually bride of another pretty girl. 90 pgs. illus $5 


"I AM A MALE ACTRESS"..,Reporter impersonates a star, 
makes a hit, gets contract, becomes actress, marries 
female star, they live as sisters. 100 pgs. illus $5 
"THE SCARCITY OF NURSES AND OTHER STORIES...A collec- 
tion of five short stories involving transvestism 

77 pgs. illus. $5 
"CARNIVAL"...A long novel about a boy brought up as 
a girl and her life in a carnival 96 pgs. illus. $5 


"DOUBLE SWITCH"...The head mathematicion was a man but 
not. a male. The girl who programmed computors was not, 
Neither knew the others story but they found out and 
found happiness. 42 pgs. illus. $3 


"REVERSE SEX'"',..Complete and authorized autobiography 
of the famous COCCINELLE of Paris.120 pgs. of story 
64 pages of pictures dressed and undressed to show her 
remarkable conversion. Imported from England $4 


"TALES FROM PINK MIRROR"...This book was not pub- 
lished by Chevalier but is available to readers. It 
is a long story, profusely illustrated about a boy's 
conversion to a girl in a special school $4 


SPECIAL REDUCED RATES 


Back issues of TRANSVESTIA (except Nos. 1,2,4,6,7,8) 
are available. Every issue is new until you've read 
it. Many wonderful stories, articles pictures are in 
these issues. Reduced rate of 6 issues for $20 


Back issues of CLIPSHEET and of FEMMEMIRROR (Now dis- 
continued but about 30 issues available. It was a 
15 page monthly newsletter). Can be mixed, 6 for $3 


MERCHANDISE 


SPECIAL BRA...Has inflatable polyvinyl inserts. These 
are removalbe, can be worn in any other bra $5 


JELLY KIT...Ingredients and instructions for making 
a special jelly to fill inserts. Gives natural flow, 
softness, weight and bounce of normal breasts. $5 


"PHANTOM PHANNY"...Foam plastic pads sewn into pink 
rayon covering. Shaped and tapered to enlarge derriere 
to more feminine contours. Wear under your girdle $5 


"PRETTI PANTIES"...If you like wearing feminine things 
under pants these are a must. Nylon, lace trimmed, 
pink ribbon threaded thru lace and bows. AND they 
have a fly front opening. Comfortable, pretty and 
practical Size large, medium; color blk.white $4 


WIGS...We do not stock wigs but have made arrangements 
to supply high quality wigs at less than going prices. 
Oriental human hair mach, made reg. pr.$150 ours $85 
European human hair mach. made reg. pr.$225 ours $150 
Oriental human hair hand tied reg. pr.$235 ours $165 
European (Spanish) human hair hand tied, best quality 
available reg. pr.$350 ours $250 
50% deposit with order, balance prior to shipping. 
Order all items above directly from 
CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS, BOX 36091 LOS ANGELES 36, CALIF 
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Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is composed primarily of material submitted by 
its readers. Fiction, articles, case histories, poems, pictures-- 
all are welcome. The greater the variety of material the more 
interesting the magazine will be. Material is solicited for pub- 
lication on the following basis: 

1. All printed material of one page or more will be paid for at 
the rate of $1 per page with the exception of pictures. The Editor 
must reserve the right to cut or edit submitted material for suita- 
bility and payment will therefore be made on the basis of the 
final printed page. No payment will be made for material less 
than 2/3 of a page which will count as one page. Payment will 
be made after material appears in print. Manuscripts will not be 
bought in advance. 

2. Submitted material will not be returned unless requested and 
stamped envelope provided. 

3. Off-color material will not be printed and should therefore 
not be submitted. The Editor reserves the right to be the sole 
judge of suitability and to edit, alter; delete or refuse material 
when it is deemed to be in the best interest of the magazine. 


PERSON TO PERSON ADS AND REPLIES 


To protect the magazine and its subscribers from the 
careless, thoughtless or foolish acts of a few it is necessary to 
limit the correspondence service to those who have been on the 
subscription list for a time and who have been screened. If you 
wish to use this service ask for the personal information form. 
Return it with the $5 registration fee. If accepted this $5 be- 
comes advance payment for ads ($2) or answers ($1) at regular 
rates. Members of Phi Pi Epsilon need no further application 
and may use the service by paying the regular rates. 


Ads for GOODS AND SERVICES also accepted. 
Ask for rates. 


© Copyright 1966 by CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS 
Box 36091 - Los Angeles 36, California 


All rights reserved. No Part of this book may be reproduced without written permission. 


